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A PorTICAL 


PARAPHRASE 


OF THE 


Jong of S0L0MON, 


WHEREIN 


The mutual Love of CHRIST and his Church 
contained in that Old-teſtament Song, is imi- 
tated in the Language of the New Teſtament , 
adapted to the Goſpel Diſpenſation, and fitted 
to the Common Tunes. 


By the REVEREND 
Mr. RALPH ERSKINE, 6 


Miniſter of the Goſpel at Dumfermline, and Au- 
thor of the Goſpel Sonnets, c. "SHY 1 
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HE Reverend Author of this PoxTiCAL 

PARAPHRASE having carefully corrected 
this ſecond Edition, ſent it up to London to the 
' Publiſher. The Author's Apology for publiſhing 
this Poem is to be ſeen at large in the Preface; 
and it may ſuffice to ſay, that the general Accep- 
tance his other Works have met with amongſt 
experienced Chriſtians, viz. his Sermons in two 
Volumes, with a recommendatory Preface by the 
Reverend Mr. Thomas Bradbury, as alſo his 
Goſpel Sonnets ſo much admired, as may be ſeen 
by the many Editions they have paſſed thro' ; and 
as the Publiſher has taken Care to ſet a law Price 
en this as well as upon all the Author's ather 
Works, it is hoped that. it will find the like Ac- 
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Curious and Serious Readers. 


Curious Reader, 
eee Do not propoſe by the following 
Lines to ſatisfy your Curioſity, any 
& further than by a plain Explication 
o this ſcriptural Song, in a Way a- 
A @3 dapted to the New-Teſtament Diſ- 
penſation: And perhaps you'll be at no Loſs, if 
you find the Equity of the Paraphraſe, even 
where you miſs the Elegancy of the Poem; or if 
you find any precious Truth to edify your Soul, | 
tho? you ſhould mils a pompous Embelliſhment ©» 
to gratify your Fancy. If I had been of the O- 15 
pinion that no Poem ſhould ſee the Light, but = 
ſuch as has the Name of ſome great and famous 
Poet prefixt to it, and could reaſonably expect 
the univerſal Applauſe of a learn'd Age, I would 
never have conſented to the Publication of this, 
Wa Day wherein the Art of Pocſy is improven 
| o 
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* To the Curious Reader. 


to ſuch great Perſection by ſome, whoſe bright 


Genius has made them capable to ſet forth their 


poetical Productions in a very beautiful and 


ſplendid Dreſs. If I thought that nothing now 
| caſt into the Mould of Metre could be uſeful and 


, edifying, but what is ſuperlatively fine, I would 


have been quite diſcouraged from this Attempt : 


© But to de of this Mind were in Effect to. think, 


there could be no wholeſome Food but what is 
preſented in a lordly Diſh ; no good Lodging in 
any Houſe, but ſuch as were built by ſome curi- 
ous Mechanic or famous Architect; nor con- 
venient Accommodation in any Room or Cham- 
ber, but ſuch as were fincly painted, or hung a- 
round with very neat Arras. How few would 


There be to fight for their Country, if none were 
allow'd to do fo, but mighty Heroes, great Cham- 


pions, and fuch as are Head and Shoulders higher 
than ethers? How many muſt go naked, it no 


Clothing were allow'd but Silk and Sattin, and 


rich Embroideries ? It will be hard to perſwade 
the World that none ſhould write or make uſe 
of a Pen, but ſuch as can imitate the fineſt Cop- 


per- plate; or that none ſhould open their Mouth 


to ſpeak above their Breath, but ſuch as can equal 
the fineſt Orator. | 
But tho” in this Eflay I pretend not to act the 


Part of the lofty Poet, yet I have endeavoured that 


what I hope is obvious to the Vulgar, and not a- 


bove their View, may be at the ſame Time not 
_ nauſeous to the Polite, nor below their View, if 
they are ſuch as can lay aſide the ſullen Air of 
. Criticiſm, Theſe, to whom no plain ſerious Goſ- 
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pel-truths can give any Satisfaction, and to whom 


Dothing elſe. but Flowers of Wit and Flights of 
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To the Curious Reader. * 


Rhetorick can give Delight, do perhaps too much 
bewray their Ignorance of pious Pleaſures. The 
Soul may be miſerably hunger'd and ſtarv'd where 
the Fancy only is pleaſea and feaſted. And hence 

T look upon it as a moſt candid and ingenuous 
Acknowledgment of a famous and religious Poet, 

in the Preface to his excellent Hymns and ſpiri- 

tual Songs, ſpeaking of ſome of them; © I confeſs 

«> myſelt (ſays he) to have been too oft tempted - 

„ away from the more ſpiritual Deſigns I propo- 

&« ſed, by fome gay and flowery Expreſſions that 

« gratified the Fancy ; the bright Images too 

& oft prevaiPd above the Fire of Divine Affecti- 

on, and the Light exceeded the Heat.” Now, 

tho? I own that the Defect of my poetical Genius 

might lead me to an Acknowledgment of a quite 

other Nature, being ſenſible how much every 

Paragraph here deſpairs of giving much Delight 

to theſe of a more refined "Taſte, and of pleaſing 

the Fancy with many bright Embelliſhments. of 

Poetry; yet the great Scarcity of theſe may have 

this great Advantage, that here there are few ſuch; 4 
beautiful Flowers or bright Images to tempt any | 
Man away from the ſpiritual Deſign, or ſo to 
gratity the Fancy, as to prevail above the Fire of 
Divine Affection, that ſhould burn in the Heart 
with a Heat equal to the Light. Not that I am 
diſoblig'd with theſe gay and flowery Expreſſions 
in this and other valuable Authors, whereby 
they are ſo apt to be a Temptation to themſelves 
and their Readers, even in their ſpiritual Songs; 
for I muſt confeſs they have been oft ſo tempting 
and alluring to myſelf, that as I have frequently” 
both here and elſewhere eflay'd to imitate them 
by adopting ſome of their delicious Metaphors 5 4 
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4 To the Curious Reader. 


fo I would certainly have run into the fame Fault 
if I had been endued with the fame Genius: On- 

I may infer from the ſoreſaid Confeſſion, that 

oems upon divine Subjects, which afford not a 
Train of thoſe gay Temptations that bewitch the 
Fancy and divert the Imagination, may upon this 
Account be, at leaſt, not the leſs fitted for advan- 
Cing ſpiritual Deſigns and Divine Affections. 

I am not here to make any Apology ſor the 
Metre, tho* ſome may judge that in this Eſſay 
I have ſtudied Rhyme as much as Poeſy. I know 
that there may be good Muſick and Meaſure 
without the Gingle of a Crambo ; and that it is 
a great Weakneſs to humour the Sound, ſo as to 
darken the Senſe, I own, my Diffculty never 
lay much in ſtudying the Crambo, with the even 
Cadency ; for theſe, if they be any Parts or Pro- 
perties of Poeſy, occurred natively enough, 
without much Thought : And perhaps it would 
have been a Fault to have ſlighted the Rhyme 
deſignedly in a Compoſare of this Sort, fitted 
for the Religious Recreation of ſerious Chriſtians ; 
eſpecially when I find the foremention'd eminent 
Poet (by whoſe Remarks, of which I had a 
little Specimen, perhaps the following Sheets had 
been better poliſhed for the Publick, had his Cir- 
cumſtances allowed a more cloſs and full Review 
thereof) in his Hymns, Page 194 by a marginal 
Note (1 find him, I ſay) hoping, the Reader 
« will forgive the Neglect of Rhyme even in the 


« 1ſtand 3d Lines of the Stangza throughout 
& ſome ſollowing Pages; Which ſuppoſes it 
may be a Fault, in his Opinion, not to humour 
the Metre in Eſſays of this Nature. But, if any 
think I have done it too much, all I can accuſe 

myſelf 


— 


To the Curious Reader. v 


myſelf of, is only that I did not neglect the 
Rhyme when Words favouring it appeared to me 
as appoſite to the Purpoſe as others, and the low: 
Genius afforded no better. 
I am ſorry for your Sake, Curious Reader, that 
precious Truth is here ſet before you in ſuch a 
coarſe Garb ; but, if you attend to the Matter, 
it will, as I faid, be no Loſs to you, that you 
have not here many artful Embroideries. I do 
not indeed think that facred Truth can be ſet off 
in too comely a Dreſs, no more than I think 
that the Holy Bible can be printed on too fine a 
Type: But, if every Page and Paſſage thereof 
were illuminate or adorned with fine Cuts, I ſup- 
Poſe this would do more Harm than Good, and 
be more diverting than edifying. 
I have not ſeen any ſpiritual Poem upon the 
whole of this Divine Song, giving ſuch-a full Ex- 
plication of every Part thereof as I have here 
eſſay d; wiſhing at the ſame Time ſome happier 
Genius may carry on the ſame Deſign to greater 
Advantage, and paint forth this ſacred Book in 
more lively, pure and ſpiritual Colours: But, 
till that appear, let this homely Eflay ſuffice 
and, if the Picture here be but juſt, you'll per- 
haps be much obliged to a Genius that could not 
ſet it within a curiouſly gilded Frame to divert 
your Eye from it. 

But when you hear of the Spirituality and re- 
ligious Defign of this Poem, and that (as I may 
ſhew in the other Part of the Preface) the Subject 
thereof is not the fair Circaſſian, but the fair 
Chriſtian, and his infinitely fairer Head and Huſ- 
band Feſus Chriſt ; tho' the Theme be more 

noble in itſelf, and more needful to be read and 
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vil To the Serious Reader. 
conſider'd, than all the wanton Sonnets in the 
World, however artfully trimm'd ; yet I'm afraid 
this Subject be thought ſo jejune, inſipid and un- 
faſhionable, that- it is poſſible, after you have 
fatished your Curiofity ſo far as to glance over a 
few Lines of this Book, you may throw it aſide 
like an old Almanack, and ſoon give your Judg- 
ment pro or con; and this is all the poor Profit 
and Advantage you ſhall get by it, if you remain 
always more curious than ſerious. And, fince I 
have done with you, I ſhall apply myſelf to theſe. 
to whom this little Eſſay will readily be more 
welcome and acceptable. | | | 


Serious Reader, 
H Of it is eſpecially for your ſpiritual Edi- 
fication and Comfort, I have eſſay'd in this 
Manner to explain and open up the Goſpel that 
is contain*d in this ſacred Song; yet I deſign not 
to ſay one Word to you in Commendation of 
this Poem upon it ; nor does it deſerve I ſhould, 
if it cannot thro? the Bleſſing of God commend 
itſelf to your Heart and Experience. But if you 
are exerciſed unto Godlineſs, and acquainted 
with the iweet Life of Fellowſhip and Commu- 
nion with our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, I hope you 
ſhall here ſee a Picture and Repreſentation both 
of his Heart towards you, and of your Heart to- 
wards him ; and a Pourtraiture of the ſweeteſt 
Experience of Intimacy with Heaven, that the 
Bride of Chriſt can haye upon Earth, Age I 
judge 


Judge that a Song upon this Subject is not un- 
ſeaſonable amidſt theſe evil Days, wherein tlie 
Songs of the Temple are like to be turned into- 
Howlings, and wherein the Bride, the Lamb's 
Wife is ready to hang her Harp upon the Wil- 
lows. How defirable were it, if this little Book- 
might prove a Mean for helping her to ſing away 
her Sorrows, and to harmonize with the Deſigty 
of that precious Promiſe, Fo. it. 15. I will give 
ber the Valley of Achor for a Door of Hope, and 
ſhe /hall ſing there ! To dtive away the Night of 
Trouble with Songs of Praiſe, would be a Work 
and Exerciſe moſt ſuitable to that gracious Name 


our Lord takes to himſelf; Fob xxxv. 10. God 


our Maker, who giveth Songs in the Night. 
We have a Divine Precept, perhaps too much 
forgotten and neglected even among the Serious, 


95 the Serious Reader: ik 


Eph. v. 18, 19. Be filled with the Spirit, 
Speaking to yourſelves in Pſalms and Hymns and 


ſpiritual Songs, ſinging and mating Melody in your 
Heart to the Lord; And Col. iii. 16. Let the 
Mord of Chrift dwell ir you richly in all Wiſdom ; 


teaching and admoniſhing one another in Pſalms and 
Hymns and ſpiritual Songs, ſinging with Grace ia 


your Hearts to the Lord. And how we are to 


ling, we are further taught, not only by the A- 
PO 


e's Example, 1 Cor, xiv. 15. I will ſing with: 
the Spirit, and I will fing with the Underſtanding. 


alſo ; but likewiſe by an expreſs Divine Appeint- 
ment, P/al. xlvii. 6,7; wherethe Command to ſing 


* 


is repeated five Times in a Breath, Sing Præiſes t 
God, fing Praiſes Sing Praiſes unto our King, Sing: 
Praiſes. Sing ye Praiſes with Underflanding, Now, 
_ thisſacred Song of Solomon being very myſterious andi 
metaphorical, that you may be the more able to- 
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ting; 


To the Serious Reader, 


it over with Underſtanding and Judgement, I 
have endeayoured to lay open the Myſteries and 
Metaphors thereof to your View. 

I have defignedly caſt the moſt Part of this Book 
into the Mould of common Metre ; becauſe as 

it was intended eſpecially for the Uſe of ſerious 
Chriſtians in this Part of the Iſland ; fo, in caſe 
any of them ſhould ſee fit to make ſome of theſe 
Lines a Part of their ſpiritual and devout Recreati- 
on in ſecret, they might, if they pleaſe, ſing them o- 
ver in any of the Tunes to which they are accuſto- 
med in our Scots Churches, where none but the 
common Tunes are uſed: Yet, leſt ſome in read - 
ing over this Book had been too much tired and 
outwearied with the tedious Uniformity, I have 
put the 4th and 7th Chapters into the Form of 
long Metre, And in the whole I am ſo far from 
attempting to ſoar aloft above your Capacity, that, 
wherever I have been obliged to uſe any Words 
(fuch as prolifick, mellifiuous, &c.) which I reckon 
are not ſo obvious to the Underſtanding of the 
Vulgar, I have explained them upon the Margin, 
and hope it is but very ſeldom any fuch Words 
occur to cloud and darken the Senſe to you. 

FE know that this ſacred Book of Scripture, 
wherein the ſweeteſt and nobleſt Inſtances of the 
Grace of Chriſt toward his Church and People 
are repreſented under the Figure of a conjugal 
State, has been greatly profaned by impure Writ- 
ers, who have uſed or rather abuſed their poetical 
Art, to the gratifying of carnal Minds, and proſti- 
tuting this holy divine Song to the moſt unholy 
Ends. I have therefore endeavoured in this Pa- 
zaphrafe ſo to open the Import of every Meta- 
Phor as to ſecure it from being perverted and 2 

5 le 
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To the Serious Reader. xv 


Materials, Nor did I venture to make a Para- 
phraſe upon any one Verſe here, till I had once 
conſulted them, and was fatisfied that I ſhould 
not deviate trom the Current of Orthodox 
Writers, their Judgment upon it, of which you 
have here a Sum, Tho? yet the Paraphraſe is 
the longer, that I have not only inlarged moſt 
upon theſe Places that I reckoned were moſt 
emphatical, but alſo touched at the Connec- 
tion of one Verſe and Purpoſe with another, 
where I thought it was neceſſary for the II- 
luſtration of the Scope, Nor have I paſt over 
any one Verſe, however more curtly treated 
than others, without giving ſome plain View 
of the Meaning and Import of it. And, if 
more ſeem to be ſaid upon any Verſe in 
this Song than is directly imported in it, I 
hope it will be reckoned no great Fault, if 
what is ſaid be evidently deducible from it, or 
neceſlary for the further Explication of it, and 
for adapting this Paraphraſe upon an Old- 
teſtament Song to a New-teſtament Diſ- 
penſation. Beſides, the Senſe being cramp- 
ed and contracted within the narrow Bounds 
of common Metre, has ſometimes made the 
Repetition (tho' not of Words, yet) of Mat- 
ter unavoidable : And tho' every Explication 
is but an amplified Circumlocution, yet I 
have uſed as few Repetitions as could con- 
fiſt with my Defign of conveying a clear Idoa 

of the 3 
I thought fit to ſet down the Scripture- 
text at Iarge before the Paraphraſe, partly that 
every one, even of theſe who would hardly 
be at the Pains to conſult their Bibles, might 
have 


vt To the Serious Reader, 

have an Opportunity to compare the Text 
and the Paraphraſe together; and partly that 
there might. be Occaſion to mark upon the 
Margin ſome of the different Readings that 
the- original Text admits of, which I en- 
deavour alſo not to. neglect. in the Para 
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The e of Solomon. 
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C 1 A P. I. The Title. 


Verſe 1. The Song of Songs, which is Sulomon's, 


( ) 
HE Choic: of Anthems \ exquiſite, 
From SePmon's ſacred Pen, 
Which doth to heav'nly Love excite 


The Souls of boy Men. 
2. 
Its Characters divine evince, 
And evidently clear, | 
A wiſer King, a greater Prince, er 
„ Than Solomon is here. e 
| Who 


t Songs 


Who from above ad MN . 


(4. ) 
This to the Lamb's fair Bride belongs, 


18 A Paraphraſe on 
) 


And with celeſtial Flame 
Inſpire the Song, to equal hat 
of Moſes and the Lamb. 


To ſound on all her Strings 
With tuneful Harp, the Song of Songs 
To Chriſt the King of Kings. 


— — 


The CHURCH's Words. 
Ver. 2. Let him kiſs me with the Kiſſes of his 
Mouth : For thy Love + is better than Wine, 


EY I. 
Let him who in my Room and Place. 
Did act the kindeſt Part, 


— — — 


2 


The God of Love, the Prince of Peace, 


The Victor of my Heart, 


2 2. 
With ſweet eps Ke. from abovd 
Let him my Soul embrace; 
To ſhew my Inr'reſt in his Love, 
And manifeſt his Grace. 


ey 

With Bleſſings of My Mouth divine 
O may I fayour'd be ! 

More precious is thy Love than Wine, 
wore ſweet than Life to me, 


6 4 | | 
I was among the trait*rous * 
Doom'd to eternal Fire, 
G | Whas 


1 Heb, 5) Loves, 


19 


the Song of Solomon. 


When he, to pay the Ranſom, flew 
On Wings of ſtrong Deſire. 


"IP, 
Jeſus the God, with'naf2a Arms, 
Hangs on a Croſs and dies, 
Then mounts the Throne, with mighty Charmy 
T*embrace me * the Skies. 
His Mouth delicious, Heav'n reveals; 
His Kiſſes from above 
Are Pardons, Promiſes, and Seals 
Of everlaſting Love. 


Ver. 3. Becauſe of the Sauour of thy good Oint- 
ments, thy Name is as Ointment poured forth, 
therefore do the Virgins love thee, 


8 
The Oil of Gladnets and of Grace, 
On thee pour'd largely forth, 
Does ſpread around in ev'ry Place 
'Thy Savour and thy Worth, 


| EG 
Like precious Oil Sava, thy Name 
Along ſuch Odour ſends, 
That hence from Virgin-Souls a Flame 
Of holy Love aſcends. 


) 
Thy Love to them, chosen abroad, 
So much inflames their Heart 
With Love to thee ; that thou their God 
Their Darling alſo art. | 


4. 
O fav'ry Names ! The Prophet Kind, 

Anointed to inſtruct, * 
| Who 
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Who by his Counſel leads the Blind, 
To glory will conduct. 


5. 2 
TH anointed priſi by ſolemn Vow, 
Did once for Sin atone : 
The Blood, that was the Price, is novp 
The Plea before the Throne. 
| 6. 
TH anointed King, to bear the Sway, 
And daſh the rebel Foes, 
To make the feeble win the Day; 
Tho' Death and Hell oppoſe; 


6 b 

Each Viqin-Tongue wht Pleaſure fings 
Thy laſting Honours, thus; 
& Jeſus our Prophet ever brings 

The Light of Life to us. 

8. 
% Jeſus our Prieſt for ever lives 
Jo plead for us above. 

& Teſus our King for ever gives 

The Bleſſings of his Love.“ 


Ver. 4. Draw me, we will run after thee nn 
2 * ö 
No Strength to come to thee have I, 
Vea, Lord, no Will to move; 
Till Pow'r divine my Bonds unty, 
And draw with Cords of Love. 


5 4 | 
O draw me, Jeſus, by thy Grace, 


Allure me by thy Charms ; | = 0 
Then we will run to thine Embrace, 
And flee into thine Arms, 


the Song of Solomon, * 
{ 3. J | 

My Zeal will other Souls excite 
When Jam drawn to thee ; 


With Virgin-Saints will Sinners meet, 
And run along with me. 


Py 


— The King hath brought me into his 
Chambers; we will be glad and rejoice in 
thee, ——— 

5 
The glorious King, whom I beſought, 
- Anon my Cry did hear ; 
Me to his Preſence-Chamber brought, 
And kindly drew me near. 


3 
Then ev'ry Thing * did annoy, 
While I his Abſence mourn'd, 
So quickly vaniſh'd into Joy, 
My Grief to Gladneſs turn'd. 


We'll now exult in thes. O King, 
With holy Chearfulneis ; 

Our Hearts will joy, our Lips will ſing, 
Our Lives will Praiſe expreſs, 


Ne will remember thy Love more than 
IVine : The Upright love thee, 
I. 
Our grateful Mem'ries will record 
This matchleſs Love of thine, 
And keep the Reliſh thereof, Lord, } 
. Beyond the richeſt Wine. 


| - Ty ES. 
Tho' Fools ed Ge nor Deſire 
Nor Pleaſure ix on thee z 


\ ”w Vas 


o + 
* © 9 — Y E 
323 * * 
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£2 A Paraphraſe on 


Yet Wiſdom's Children all conſpire 
To love and joy with * 

Th' Upright without Pecet, that prove 
Like Gold without Alloy, 

Make thee the Object of their Love, 
And Center of their Joy, 


Ver. 5. J am black, but cemely, O ye Daughters 
of Feruſalem, as the Tents of Kedar, as the 
Curtains of Solomon. | 

) 


T, 
Ye that Profeſſors are at large, 
Or that are weak in Grace, 
Take no Offence at me, I charge, 
Nor at my ſwarthy Face. 
. 2 ) 
Shun not to come and ſhare with ms 
Both in my Love and Joy, 
Becauſe my Viſage black ye ſee 
With Sin and fore Annoy. 


9 
Tho' in myſelf I'm deck indeed, 
And in my outward Lot; 
Vet in my lovely, glorious Head 
| Pm fair without a Spot. 


Duty 4. ) 


like Laden- Tent am I, 
ye of Salem's Race; 
But yet with Sol mon' Curtains vis 
For Comelineſs by Grace. 


Ver. 6. Look not upen me, becauſe I am black, 
becauſe the Sun hath looked upon me : My 
Mother's Children were angry with n,. 

TORT. Then 


— 


- 
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Fe 3 
Then gaze not with inet Eyes 
On me in Sable clad ; 
Nor ſlight my Beauty fair, that lies 
Within the gloomy Shade, 
2 


No Wonder I fo black became, 
It ye the cauſe will note : 

For fore Sun-burnt and ſcorch'd I am 
With Perſecution hot. 


N. 
Falſe Brethren, that Lie Race, 
My Mother's Sons untrue, 
In Rage caſt Duſt upon my Face, 
And ſully'd all my Hue. 
4. 
They pour'd on me what open Shame 
TILheir Malice could conceive ; 
With foul Reproaches ſtain'd my Name, 
And us'd me like a Slave, 


— They made me the Keeper of the Vines 


yards, but mine own Vineyard have TI nat 
kept. 


16 
They of their Vineyard: me the Drudgs 
Oppreſt with cruſhing Care : 
Such ſervile Labours, ye may judge, 
my Beauty much impair, 


| 2. ) 
Yea, while, alas ! thus toil'd, I ſlept, 
And Sloth my Watch remov'd, 
I've not my proper Vineyard kept, 
A My Talents not improy'd, = 
| | 1 


6 


* 


£6 - A Paraphraſe n 
(3 4) 
But tho? my Folly hath me marr'd, b 
And wrought my own Diſtreſs; 
Yet be not at Religion ſcarr'd, 
Nor ſtumbled at my Bliſs. 


4. 
For *gainſt myſelf I bear Record, 
That hence my Slav'ry flows: 
While I neglect to ſerve my Lord, 
I'm left to ſerve my Foes. 


Ver. 7. Tell me, O thou whom my Soul loveth, 
where thou feedeſi, + and where thou makefl 
thy Flocks to reſt at Nn 

| I, 
When Sins and Suff' rings work my Grief, 
And both depreſs tne ſo, h 
My Lord alone can give Relief; 
To him I theretore go. 
l 2 
O thou the Darling of my Heart, 
My Soul's beloved One, 
Who g7ets kindly Shepherd art, 
hy Paths to me make known, 


| ( 86 ) 
O ſhew me where thy Flocks are fed, n 
Where doſt thou cauſe them eat, 
And where thou giv*ſt *em Reſt and Shade 
At Noon, from ſcorching Heat. 


: ( 4 . 
The Paſture's Fat, the Shelter vaſt, 


That does thy Sheep incloſe; 
Fain would I feed in their Repaſt, 
And reſt in their Repoſe. 
+, 7 | | | £4y 
F The Word is here active. | 


the Song of Solomon. 25 


For why ſhould I be as one that turnethi. 5 
aſide by the Flocks of thy Companions ? 


1 
For why ſhould J, FRA am thy Bride, 
Be left to ſtarve and ſtray, 
Or ſeem as one that turns a ide 
" To any crooked Way ? 


4 $.:::3 
All other Loves my Soul abhors, 
Thy Rivals I diſdain ; 5 
With Flocks of thy Competitors 
* Why ſhould I wander then? 


J all thy feign'd . hate, 
They are a Bane to me; 
My Soul affects no other Mate, 
No other Lord, but 299 
4 
O if I knew thy 8 Abode, 
P'd lodge for ever there; 
Where may I then enjoy my God? 
O tell me, tell me where | By 


bt — 2 


CHRIS r's Words. 

Ver. 8. If thou know not, O thou ſaireſt among 
Nane, f. un Fi fork 2 l, 
7 the Flack, and feed thy Kids beſide the 1128 

hepherds Tents. 


I, 

O thou my Bride, hom I eſteem 
The faireſt of thy Race, 

However black thy form may ſeem, 
While Grieß do 1 thy Grace 3 


Doſt 


A Paraphraſe on 


— 
6.9 5 


Doſt thou not . my ds Bride, * 
The Shadow of the Rock, =» | 

Nor Paſtures green where I abide, 
And feed my little © Flock? 


Come follow my drug Grace 
Which I afford to thee ; 

Tl lead thee to the ſweeteſt Place 
Of Fellowſhip with me. 

That hence thy Feet may never ſwerve, 
Nor fall in Snares and Wrack, 

The Footſteps of the Flock obſerve, 
And follow thou the 1 525 

See how they climb de Rock in Droves, 
To ſocial] Worſhip prone; 

And forthwith haunt retiring Groves, 
To meet with me alone, 


( 6. ) 
Keep thou the beaten good old Path, 
Vet new and living Way, 
Which all my Saints have trode by Faith, 
And Prayer, Night and Day. 


Tho' none of their Aa Eſcapes 
- Muſt be a Rule to thee, 
Yet follow them in all the Steps 
Wherein they follow me. 
8. 
And, while my Under-ſhepherds Tenty 
Are kept in good Repair, N 
Attend them ſtill; for Heav'n preſents 
my choiceſt Dainties there. 


Theſt 


2 


the Song of Solomon. 
9. ) IP 
Theſe holy Ordinances are 


The Paſtures of my Grace: 
There feaſt thyſelf ; nor "tion debar 


Thy little tender _— 
( 10 » 

Bring Children, Servants, all thy Kids 
Along, to feed with thee; | 
Thy Lord all Comers welcome bids 

In Offers full * 5 


Make all within th y 8 to haunt᷑ 

Theſe goodly Tents of mine; * 
For there my Feaſts of Love I grant, 

To nouriſh thee and thine, 


Thus, that thy Feet no more appear” 
With other. Flocks to roam; 79 | 


In theſe my beſt Incloſures here, 
Stay, till I bring thee home, 


* 
; I baue + compared thee, O my Love, 


to a : Company of Horſes in Pharaoh's Co 
riots, 4 


- - 


) 
My Love, on whom hl Stream unſpenz 
Of my Affection flows; 
Mine Ears have heard thy heavy Plaihy t 
About thy Oy: des: 


But they ſhall know to 3 Remorſe 
Their War had better be 

To fight with Pharaob's Chariot-ho 

| Than dare to fight with thee, 4 


B 2 
1 Or made thee like to, 


«4 
+? 


* A of Paraphraſe on 
P e e 1 
To that well harneſt ſtately Rout 

I have thy Strength con par'd; 
Becauſe my Armour round about 


Is thy defenſive Guard. 


* 


4.) 
Thou may'ſt contemn the burniſht Spear, 
When brandiſht in the Field; 
As warlike Horſes laugh at Fear, 
And mock the glitt'ring Shield. 


N 
This wing' d Array more ſwiftly damps 
I be Foes that thee wwe 
Than conquering Chariots thro* the Camps 
On thund'ring 5x that fly. 


Weak in thyſelf thou art, but well 
In me refides thy Might. 
Therefore the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell 
Need never thee affright, 


1 er, 10. Thy Cheeks are comely with Rows oÞ 
Feels, thy Neck w—_ Chains of Gold. 


( ) 
My Love, I heard thee alſo moan 


Beauty marr'd and ſpilt; 
nd fi thyſelf a lothſome one, 


md with Sin and Guilt, 
2. 


( ) 
1 Blood does counterpoiſe, 
9 255 all thy Guilt diſplace ; 


* 
o Heal jo * 1 
1 Virtue that hs PEA " FT | 
ws: Doth thee more richly deck, Than | 


— 


j 


| 
| 
| 


| © 


* M 


the Song of Solomon: 


Than Rows of Gems adorn the Cheeks, | 


or Chains of Te the hwy 
4. 
An Order Juſt th duh do 
Like ev'nly Rows maintain; 
By mutual cloſe Connection too, | 
They re link'd, as 1 a — 


Thou haſt thy 22115 Lord a thank, 
That thee a Moor betroth'd ; 
And then conform to higheſt Rank, 
With Gold and . 
6 
To make thy Cpecle and Neck ſo fair, 
Mine gave I to the Stroke; 


My Cheeks to them that pluckt the Hair, 


My Neck to Juſtice? Block. 


Ver. 11. We will make + thee Borders of Go o. 


with Studds of Silver. 


) 
Object not, ſaying, Row ſhall I, 
80 weak, ſo black a Swain, . 
Such Beauties in the Divine Eye, 
Or furniſh, or e 56A 
2 


For with united Pow'r divine, 


F UM is 


1 


iT 


We, FATHER, SON ant SPRITS 


Do ſtand engag?d, thee to refine, 
And make thy Form compleat. 


Keep thou no finite bos 'rs in Views 
To grace "ay deck thee PAY 


* 


a * 
4 7 
9 


A * 1 3 = 
9 

ITY B 3 « 4 Ly . 
(Ke wo Word uſed for making Man at fiſt, Gen, 


i 


», 
$94 


. 


2 
4 
4. 


9 


89 A Parapbraſe og 
Creation- work, both old and new, 
Belongs to none but US. 


. 
W F'll make thee yet more radiant Gen 
Of Grace, without thine Aid, 
To fence thy Robe, like golden Hems 
With Silver Studds in-laid, 


5. ) 
Thy growing Grace tdi thrive, and beat 
A perſect Crop at length; 
Yet by no Might within thy Sphere, 
But OUR * Strength. 


3 5 
Thy Gold and Sure Ornament 
Muſt ſtrong and laſting prove z 
For lo, it is the pow'rful Vent 
Of our eternal Love.” 


( 7- ) 
«Ofold, the good, the great THREE ONE, 
* Did jointly take thy Part ; 
Thy naked Soul W E thought upon, 
With Pity in OU $ 198 
WE held a Council for th Good, 
W here I, without a Sob, 
Did chooſe a Veſture dipt in Blood; 
To buy thy golden Robe. 
S = — 


4 
— —__ 2 — 


* The CHURCH 's Words. 


Ver. 12. While the King fitteth at his Table, 
my Spikenard ſendeth forth the Smell thereof. 
ke. I, 
Te ! Zion's King hs in State, 
S AndLoyehlislucing Veſt, 


the Song of Solomon. 


Makes ample Grace his royal Treat, 
And me his welcome Gueſt. 


2. 
When this his plendid Table beg 
Is with his Preſence crown'd, 
My Graces then like Spikenard ſpread 
Their grateful Odours round, 


"te. 
With joyful Heart l mie and ſing, 
Each Grace doth riſe and run 3 
As languid Plants revive and ſpring 7 
In Preſence of the Sun. "i" 


4. 
If he withdraw, * fade and faint, 
Their Vigour is reſtrain'd; 
But, by his ſweet Return, their Scent 
and Sayour is regain'd. 


| ö 3 
While at his royal Feaſt he ſits, 
Such Verdure freſh is giv'n, 
That ev'ry Sprig of Grace emits 
A fragrant Smell _ 22 
( 6. 
My glad Affections leap and dance, 
hen with a ſmiling Face, 
The King does ſpread and countenancs 
The Table of his Grace. 


Ver. r3. A Bundle of Myrrh is my Welbelg+ 
ved unto me; he ball lie all Night betta 
, my Br caſts, £ 


| 1. 
No Wonder that ad Spikenard ſmells 
So ſweetly when he comes ; 


3 4 Paraphraſe en 
His Love, that caſts the Scent, excells 
The choiceſt of Perfumes, 


) 
Faith, Love and Joy . to ſtir, 
And ſpread their Odours high, 
When Jeſus like a Bunch of Myrrh 
Does in my Boſom 155 


* x 


: 
= 
{ 

if 


— 


From this enſolded $4 flies 
His Savour all abroad : 
Such complicated Sweetneſs lies 
In my incarnate * 


( 
Abundant Virtue here 1; ſee 
To ey'ry Caſe adapt ; 
The Fulneſs of a Deity 


Is in the Bundle wrapt. 


kJ 

Yea, in m wall old! Lord 
This Plenitude divine, 

Is for my Uſe and Comtort ſtor'd - ; 
For he himſelf 77 wi 

And has he deign'd * from above 
To ſhew his glorious Charms ? 

Til hold him faſt by Faith and Love, 
As 1 in my folded Arms, 

** 


) 
"My Heart and Book, * he reſts, 
No other Love ſhall know ; 
There he embrac'd ſhall lie, while laſts 
The Night of Sin E N 
Vis ſweet Repoſe n wear away 
The Shadows of the * 


— 


— cw ASS — — r e ˙ w ˙¹m ,, r - - TU 
. - 
* 
7 


Until 


the Song of Solomon, $3 


Untill the Dawning of the Day 
Of everlaſting Light. 


Ver. 14. My Beloved is unte me as a Cluſter of 
+ Camphire in the Vineyards of En-gedi, 


I, 
My beſt Belov'd, to 9 the Wings 
Of my Affections flee, 
Is ſweeter, than the ſweeteſt Things 
of Heay'n and Earth to me. 
(. $1 
In Vineyards of fair En-ged: 
Are Camphire Cluſters ſweet : 
How infinitely more is he, 
In whom I am compleat ? 


Bp 
When Sin and Writh in Conſcience preſs, 
He ſtandeth for my Good, 
A Cluſter full of Righteouſneſs, 
And Wrath-appeaſing Blood, 
4. 
Btill freſh in View, may defign 
His dying Love to me, 
Like Myrrhe and Camphire, ſweet and fine, 
New bleeding from the Tree. 


| 5. ) 
By Faith I eat the clus preſt, 
And drink the Blood he ſpilt: 
Of all Love-banquets, here's the beſt, 
Atonement for my Guilt, 


To me this bleeding OB of his 
Shall ever precious be ; 


3 What. 
+ Copher, the ſame Word that ſignifies an Aton 
ew! Or Propitiation, | | . 


34 4 4 Perapbrgt ow i 


Whatever he to others is, 
He's all in all to me. 


—— —== p 


CHRIS T's Words. 


Ver. 15. Behold, thou art fair, my Love ; ba- 
hold, thou art fair, _ haſt Doves Eyes, 


( ) 
What ! is thy Heart a Bed of Reſt, 
A Room reſerv'd for me? 
Behold, I come to be thy Gueſt, 
And vent my fo to thee. 


( ) 
My Truth, that can't the falſe Decoy 
Of flatt ring Lips approve, 
Aſſerts, to elevate thy Joy, 


I ou art my pleaſant Love. 


Lo, thou art fair, lo, 5 art fair 3 
Twice, fair thou art, I fay ; 

My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 

| any double bright * 


Tho' thou, a wotted 12 Leop * 

And black, thyſelf Joſt ſee 8 
Vet, as a Mark of my Regard, 

* I'll fee no wi in thee, 


When to a Dog of no ($a Th 
Thou humbly doſt compare, 

And call thyſelf a Maſs of Hell, 
Ev*n then I call thee fair, 


a! r 
But fince thy Faith can hardly own 
My Beauty put on thee z —_ 


the Song of Solomon. 


Behold ! Behold ! twice be it known, 
Thou att all fair in me. | ; 


Tj | l 

I fee the Beauty of oh Dove RA 

Within thy Soul that lies 3 
Affections there exactly move, 

Like Turtles n Eyes. 
So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſt, 

And faithful to their Mate; 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 

And all my Rivals hate. 


1 


The CHURCH's Word . 


Ver. 16. Behold, thou art fair, my Beloved, yea,. 
pleaſant : 


T, 
What Wonders, 15 8 perform, 
That ſtoopeſt thus fo low, 
To put thy Beauty on a Worm, 
And then commend it 1 ? 25 
2. 
What! doſt thou aut a native Black ? 
| I bluſh to find it true : 
O lend me Words, to render back 
The Praiſe to whom tis due. 


; ( , ) ; 1 
Lo ! my Beloved, THOU, ev'n THOU * 
Art infinitely fair ; 
Yea, altogether pleaſant too, 
And ſweet beyond Compare, 


All divine Comelineſs in thee | 
el N gloriouſly. does ſhine 3 


What 


Ai 
f® 
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What Beauty thou commends in me, x 
Is but the Shade of thine, 


. ) 
Doſt thou applaud & rue Stream 
That from thy Fulneſs roſe? 
How highly then ſhould I eſteem Man 
The Fountain 1 flows 
6. 
How ſhall I thee ay, my God ? 
It ſhames me to be mute, 
When thou exalts a lothſome Clod, 4 
Wirapt in a borrow'd Suit. 
1 ) 
But who, alas ! can Words invent, 
To magnify thy Grace ? 
Seraphic Pencils cannot paint 
The Beauties of thy F * 
5 8. 
May my delighted Bye {till gaze 
On charming Pleaſures here; 
And what I cannot loudly praiſe, 
PI filently admire, 


"Y 


— A cur Bed is green. 


2 


"Toh 
How can my T 1 the 3 hide 
That thus my Heart attach? 
For never was a worthleſs Bride a 
So happy in her Match. y 
2. 
Beſides, his Perſonage ſo great, 
_ His Equipage is fine; 
His Furniture and Bed of State, 
For Fellowſhip divine. 


E.. 
@ © 


the Song of Solomon, g 


Where here his Lork ad is "BOY 
My Soul, his chearful Gueſt, 
Sleeps in his Arms, as in a Bed 
Of holy Joy and reſt, 


4 
If Wiſdom in a Myſtery 


Will Heay'n to Hell betrothy 


* ThHenluing Miracle muſt be 


One Bed to ſerve us both, 


5. 
What Kindneſs here he does avouch, 
No mortal Tongue can tell : 
The Heir of Heav'n has made a Couch 
to hug an heir of mage. 
1 
Lo, this our Bed of ſweet Solace, 
Green like the verdant Field, 
Abundant Fruits of Holineſs 
Does by his Bleſſing yield. 


TIF: 
To deck our Bed of a Loves, 
Buds of the Spring conveen; 
My pregnant Soul ſo fertile proves, 
Pm like an Olive green. 
8. 
Fair Bloſſoms of indulgent Grace 
That ſhade the Temple round, 
With lively Verdure paint the Place, 
And ſpread the holy Ground, 


Ver. 17. The Beams of our Houſe are Cedar, and 
our { Roaſters of || 705 


Or Galleries, J Or Cypreſs, 


| Our 


38 A Parapbraſe on 
WI 


K 3 

Our Nuptial-bed in Wa ſtands, 
Within our royal Court: 

For there the Bleſſing God commands, 
There is his lov'd T7 

2, 
Our ſtate! Dwellink- houſe excels 
- The 120 of mortal Kings; 


Whoſe pompous Courts are nothing elig 


But ſpacious empty Things. 


9 
Their gaudy 9 mint away 
ä Within their with'ring Bow'rs 3 
No gilded Houſe of mould' ring Clay 
Is ſure and ftrong like ours, 


4. ) 
The holy Cov'nant let commands 
With Promiſes of Note ; 
By which our Houſe compacted ſtands, 
Are Beams that never rot, 


| =: 
No Cedar-wood od Lebanon, 
Nor Fir, ſo firm endures, 
As theſe our Rafters, which alons 
Almighty, Pow'r ſecures. 
6. 
Thus ſtabliſht, even our lower Courts 
Defy the Gates of Hell ; 
For everlaſting Strength ſupports 
The Dome wherein we dwell, 


| a ) 
In precious Cypreſs Galbries here 
We walk along in State; 
Sych are the Ordinances dear 


Ot my imperial Mate, 
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3 0 
In theſe ſweet Manks of his Graee, 
TI walk with great Delight, 
Till he prepare a nobler Place, 
To walk with him in white. 


OE OVHOE s NOVO 
CHAP. II. 


CHRIST's Words, 


Ver. 1. I am the Roſe of Sharon, and the Lilly of 
the Valleys. 


O'er curſed mankind blows, F 
That no green Bed, nor fay'ry Flow'rs 


£9 1 
8 UCH cainted Air from Adam's Bow'r, 
In Nature's Defart grows, 


2, ) 50 
Thou then that a. the verdant Bed, F 
Adorn'd with Flow'rs of Grace; 
Come ſee the Roſe and Lilly ſpread, 
That thus perfumes the Place. 


ids "BP 
I, JESUS am the . Roſe, 
That healing Odours yields; 
And free for common Profit grows, 
In Sharor's open Fields. 


4. 
That all who pleaſe, may freely come, 
Of lapſed human Race ; 


C 2 Aha 


4 A P araphbr aſe n 


And ſhare the ſanative Perſume, 

That ſuits their ſickly * 
; ( 5. 

My bleeding Love, ſo oft expreſt 
To guilty Sinners, ſhows 

A Beauty in my bloody Veſt, 
Beyond the ruddy mw 

Should T to comely Flow'rs compare 
The Beauties of my Face, 

Roſes and Lillies, red and fair, 
Would ſtrive in it for Place. 


| . 
But what's my common Paint, caſt oe 
; The Bloſſoms of the Field? 
Tho“ Solomon in all his Glore 


Muſt to their Splendor — 


8. 
Their comely B fn ſerves to foil 
The Flow'r of Flow'rs above, 
Sprung from the hotteſt heav'nly Soil, 
My Father's fervent Love ; 


| y 9. ) 
Who thence the Lilly La tranflate 
To Valleys here below, | 
That Virtue from my humbled State 
_ To finful Worms might flow: 


10. 
And that in Vales 1 Miſery 
When with'ring Ccmforts fail, 
The Roſe of Heav'n might alſo be 
The Lilly of the Vale. 


Ver. 2. As the Lilly among the Thorns, fo is my 


. Cove among the Daughters, 


= 
"> * * 


ä 
by 
% 
1 
? 
; 
3 


the gong of Solomon. 


1 | # \ 
While I the Roſe nh Lill * 
2 as my Title claim, 
My Love, the Bride, muſt have a Share 
Of my enamel'd Name. 


| 4, 
Mine Image ſhe fo 6 
Amidſt a furious Broil ; 
She as a Lilly fair appears 
Ev'n in a thorny Soil. 


8 
Among the md o Deſpite, 
he Offspring of the Earth, 
Her Lilly-form, ſo lovely white, 
 Shews her ſuperior 2 
4. 
 Beſct with Briers 401 pierce and pain, 
Vet precious in my View, 
She pure and harmleſs does remain 
Among the noxious Crew. 


The whole of Satan's CEidren are” 

A Field of hurtful "Thorns, 
Enrag'd by Hell, to ſcratch and mar 

The Flow'r that E adorng 
._at I'll provide in this Turmoil 

My Lilly with a Shield; 
nd afterward a better Soil, 

My glorious Azure Field. 

CS 


*. 1 4 = * 0 
» a . 
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"The CHURCH s Words. 


Ver. 3. As the Apple- tree among the Trees of 
the Wood, fo is my Beloved among the Sons, 


—_— . 
My deareſt Love tat won my Heart 
With his + mellifluous Tongue; 
That gives unworthy me a Part, 
Both in his Name and Song. 


. 
He to my Need, his Names doth ſuit, 
As if he could not be 
A Roſe and Lilly of Repute, 
Without adorning me, 


His 2 Titles thus wade known, 
In ſuch endearing Ways, 

As wrap my Name within his own, 
Provoke my Heart to praiſe. 


4. 
Awake, my Soul, comnend his Grace, 
And ſing the living Tree, 
Who by ſuch Apples of Solace 
Commends himſelf to thee. 


= | 
Above the * of the Earth 
Does he extol thy Name ? 
Above the Sons of higher Birth 
I Will his Praiſe 1 
6s Garden 8 excel 
The Foreſt's barren Race, 


t Sveet i eloquent, 


0 
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So ſhines my Lord o'cr Mortals all, — 
With a ſuperior Grace. 


5 
His Fruit ſo ſweet, his Fort ſo fair, 


His healing Leaves ſo broad ; 
This Tree of Lfie bears no Compare 
With Sons of Men, or God, 
SH 
Created Shrubs, wild Gourds be gone, 
I climb a higher Tree: 


Jeſus, the living God, alone 


Yields Shade and Sap to me, 


It down. under his Shadew with greas 
Delight, and his Fruit was ſweet ta my 
Ta/le. 

1. 


( * 
What Fool ſoever diſagrees, 
My ſweet Experience proves, 


That Jeſus is the Tree of Trees, 


Among a Thouſand Groves, 
8 
From Paradiſe, wherein he grows, 
He ſpreads his Branches vaſt, 
To give ſweet Shade for my Repoſe, 
Sweet Fruit for my Repaſt. 


When ſore fatigu'd, i at by Faith 
Beneath his cooling Shade, 

Screen'd from the Heat of ſcorching Wrath; 
My ſhelter'd Soul was glad, 


( 4. 
The Shadow of his Righteouſneſs, 
The Covert of his Blood, 


Wigs | 


- - ” Om ́—ꝛ— . "we 


* 


A Parapbraſe on 


When conſcious Guilt and Dread oppreft, 
A happy Peace conclude, 


W, 

This ſhadow ſhields <= the Fire 

| That ſtrikes the Dread and Aw ; 

The burning Flames of Divine Ire, 
And Sinai's fiery 5 

such Shelter tHis mik Shade imparts, 

| That no Temptation fierce, 

No feather'd Shafts, nor fiery Darts, 
Can once the Shadow pierce. 


When Chriſt my Seen, is interpos'd 
Between the Flames and me, 
My joyful Heart and Lips unclos'd, 
Adore the glorious Tree. 
8 


5 
No mortal Tongue can ſpeak the Bli6 
That in his Shade is giv'n; 
For then I'm fafe from all Diſtreſs, 
And taſte an early Heav'n. 


The Tree does with D. NF Food 
My fainting Soul ſolace, | 
With Fruits, the Purchaſe of his Blood, 

The Apples of his "WS? 
| IO, 
O here's. the Tree 90 Life, that gives 
The Virtue Sinners need ; 
Lnliv*ning Fruit, and healing Leaves; 
To raiſe and cure the Dead. 
11. 


(. oF 
_ Pardons, and Promiſes; and Joys. 


Upon his Ranches grow 3 


Whick, 


* 
—— were ern owns _ 4 
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Which, bending down with gentle Poiſe, 
 Unload themſelves below. | 


1 
Laden with Grace, Nis Fruit he drops 
And ſpreads my Table o'er, 
To pleaſe my Taſte, and feed my Hopes, 
Until I feaſt in Glore. 


Ver. 4. He brought me to the + banqueting 
Houſe, and his Banner over me was Lovg, ; 


3 
Who but my Lend living Tree, 
My Leader alſo is, 
That brings me near to taſte and ſee 
This Love and Grace of his? 


3 
| Becauſe my Fall, he Yindly thought, 
Did Nature's Pow'r diſplace 3 
To his Wine-Cellars I was brought 
By his almighty Grace, 


| Srought from his FAN. of to his Houſe, 
o taſte more Joy divine; 
From fipping of the Apple juice, 
To drink the ſpiced Wine. 


| ( 4. ) 
With ſweet and raviſhing Solace 
My Soul was feaſted there, 
In Ordinances of his Grace, 
The Houſe of his Repair. 


1 
And lo ! the royal Flag diſplay'd, 
Dy'd with the bleeding Vine, 
Along my ſolemn Entrance led ä 
nto his Houſe of Wine. With 
F Or Houſeof Vine, : 


| 
| 


{ „ 


( 
My fainting Heart was 


'46. A Paraphraſe og 


( 6. ) 
With flying Colours did I move, 
And march triumphantly ; 


For then was Love, victorious 


His Banner lifted high. 


. 
This Signal of his had! adorn'd 
That ſtately March of mine; 
And for my Entertainment turn'd 
My Water into W 
Love's conqu' ring Flag for War ſo near, 
Did all my Sins ſubdue ; | 
Love led the Van, Love fenc'd the Rear, 
Love daſht the helliſh __ 
ving o'er, 
Till with his Enfign ſpread, 
My Standard-bearer went beſore, 
And all the Furies fled. 
| 10. 
ul now to Arms; Love fights and wins, 
\ This Banner guards my Life; 
Almighty Love will ſlay my Sins, 
And end the bloody _ 
II, 
Still therefore to purſue the Chace, 
Till I triumph above; 
Fil mind the Banquet of his Grace, 
The Banner of his Love. 
12. 
With Love he LE with Love he led, 
With Love he arm'd my Breaſt ; 
With Love he drew, with Love he fed, 
With Love, he crown'd the Feaſt, 


9 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


r. 


| 
| 
| 
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Ver. 5. Stay me with Flagons, + comfort me 
with Apples ; for I am ſick of Love. 
I 


Lo ! while my Mem'ry does review 
His matchleſs bleeding Love, 
My Spirit falls a bleeding to, 
My Bowels melt and * 
5 
O ye whoſe Offct is to bear 
The Veſlels of his Grace, 
Bring Flagons full of Comfort here, 
And Apples of Solace. 


Large Veſſels fetch LP dut Delay 
With Cordials from above: 

Haſte,-'ere my Spirits ſwoon away 3 
I'm ſick, I'm fick of Love, 


I'm overcome, I faint, I fail, 
Till Love ſhall Love relieve : 
More Love Divine the Wound can heal, 


That Love Divine did give, 


( 5: 
The Agent Chriſt alone I © 
Tho' now my Soul that fainty : 


| In Sickneſs raves of Aid from you, 


That are but Iſtrumenis. 
| EX. 
Fill out the Wine my Lord did bleed 
To ſtay and ſtrengthen me : 
The deeper in his Love I wade, 
| The ſweeter ſtill is he. | 
| Straw 
* Here the Verb: are in the plural Number, Stay ye 
me, comfort ye me. f Straw me 7 


- 
* 


* 
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| = 
Straw me with toon all tone 3 
Their Taſte does ſo ſurpriſe, 
Pd ly and roll myſelf among 
Theſe Fruits of Paradiſe. 


8. 
Support this ſinking Heart of mine 
Beneath a Weight of Love, 


With living Fruit, and gen'rous Wine 
From Azure Fields * 

J cannot ſurfeit here, nor fiſt, 
Even the' my Cup run o'er ; 

But feed on Hunger, drink on Thirſt, 
And covet always more, 

10. 

New Feaſts of Love 15 to free 
And give Love ſickneſs Eaſe ; 

How can I lothe what ſickens me, 
So ſweet is my Diſeaſe ? 


a 

The Love, the rand that I beſpeak, 

Does Wonders in my Soul : 

For when I'm, whole, it makes me ſick 3 
. When flick, it makes me whole. 
I2, : 

More of the Joy that makes me faint, 

Wouls give me preſent Eaſe : 
If more ſhould kill me, I'm content 

To die of that Diſeaſe, 


Ver. 6. His leſt Hand is under my Head, and bis 
right Hand doth embrace me. | 1 


Cs 
How ſoon my fainting Soul did cry 
For Cordials to be brought, 80 


the Song of Solomoh. 
$0 oon my Lord himſelf drew nigh, 


With more than E 


(2 ) 
t Wine-flagons, but anon 
7% Vine drew near to me: 
t but Apples in my Swoon, - 


When I on Servants ( a4 in vain, 
My Lord himſelt with Speed 
Did in his Arms of Love, amain 
Uphold my fainting Tm 
4. 
My: Heart's Deſtre 1 obtain'd, 
I have my Royal Gueſt, - + 
And, by-his kind Embrace ſuſtain'd, 
Do in his Boſom reſt, ; 


5.0 
He does with Joys chat can't be told 
My Health and Strength repair, 
And both his Hands about me hold, 
To ſhew his e 5 5 


Beneath my Head doth place; 
And for my Comfort lendeth me 
His right Haad's ſoft Embrace. 


His Preſence brings à FEM Show'r kat 
Of Bleſfings from above 
For now I'm guarded with his Pow'r, 
And girded with 1 Ar 
(. 8 ' 
For my Solace, gainſt Sin and Death, Ko 
I fee] ne Cn" $1 


— 


nene 8 5 


His left Hand for 4 RL ar 


fit 


And for my Safety tiniderneath, k 
His everlaſting Arms. 


Ver. 7. I || charge you, Oye Daughters of Fe- 
ruſalem, by the Noes, and by the Hinds £4 
the Field, that ye ſtir not up, nor awake 
* Love, till be pleaſe. 


| 83 "IS 
Immortal Let en and Room 
Does in my Boſom take ; + 
Woe to the Fury that ſhall come 
T his joyfub Reſt to break, 


” 2. b | 
Soon as the chin Hinds * Roes 
Are ſcar'd from Sleep and Reſt, 
Would Earth and Hell this ſweet Repoſe f 
Malicioufly infeſt. as 


e 
O Salem's Daughters then I pray, 
And charge you, ſtand in Aw 


To waken Leve, or do what may 
Make Jeſus to 'withdra 
n 
Yea, all about me I Lk, 
Profeſlurs and Profane, | 
Excepting neither Rich nor Poor, 
The Sovieign nor the Swain; 


5. 
By pleaſant Roes * loving Hinds, 
Affections, Emblem meet; 


| H:b, Adjure you. * The Word my is . 
and the Word Love is in the feminine Gender. She 
ſpeaks 0, Clriſt as that Love eminently or Love in 
the dbſtra# : The, Original runs, That ye ſtir not 
up nor awake Love till it pleaſe, 


STT 


the Song of Solomon. $I. 
By all that's dear to loving Minds 
And ory Tg sſweet 3 unt t 


By all that's lovely in —_ Eyes, 
I earneſtly obteſt, ; 
Since Jeſus in my Boſom lies, * K 
Ve may not mar his Reſt, 


Begone, Sin, Satan, Ertl to Fs 

A F 454. ye * 47 

pproach not to di m 
Nor caufe my 12. 
His ſmiles are free, he comes and goes, "i 
Why Mould, * 71. K akt | 
uld ye prove os 
< To: interrupt "I Bliſs ) 


* CLAS” 


My glorious Lord now IF INI HOY 
Mine Arms of Faith and Love z 
I charge myſelf, m = Heart, my Sin, 
ot once to ſtir * „ 
10. 
He may as Sov'reign BB 
The Signals of his Grace "= 
Hut never bt 2 finful Hand. 
Of mine, eclipſe his Face. 
, ( 11. 
Let no deceitful Luſts attend, _ 
To rob me of his Charms, z 
E Untenen th pond een 
ve out of min 
y 1 555 by 1M j 
Tall the Spawn of Hell explode, 10 
4 That would his reſt annoy ; 


* 
D 2 5 10 
— * . 
F 75 
4 — N id 
. 


2 34 eee Wy i; oh 
 O nay I never grieve e 1 
Nor fin away'my' OY. 


Ver. 8. The Nein of my Beloved ! Rebell, * | 


cometh, leaping + upen the n Alia. 
ayer 15 2908. * 3 5 4 

Sweet was the Reſt, une tense, ane 
Of Jeſus my Belov-d, N n ] 

Who lately in my Boſom — | cn „ teresed 


But inſtantly 25 n a5 
2. 1 9 5 
Thus doth my ſov'reign Lord declare 
The Freedom of his Charms, - 
By li ipping off, amidſt my 4 
"oo holed 


mine A 
(3 * 
t Hills, alas ! now interveen.. Ne 
Betwixt my Lord and me; tk 
His Voice unheard, his Face unſcen: 1 
Stop, ſtop, Lear, I fee. 


4 ) 
The Voice of my 8050 ſounds, 
I know the charming Zyre ; _ 
No mortal Voice ſo ſweetly. Na 
And raviſhes mine Ear, 


2 3 : 

| G, Breaſt begins to burn 

1 Sound revives my Heart. TE 

n eee 5 a. 

In's Volume, Lo 1 come, faid ge; ren 
en 3 Un 


WOT WET WP 2 
the Song of „In $33 


In folemn Triumph towards gn 
On Wings of wond'rous. 1 


His Comin in the oy I view, 43 | 

Glad Heav'n his March attends : 

And Coming in the Spirit too, 
For lo, the Dove ö yoo ds, 


( oy! 

Dark Shades adieu, bright orning ſprings 
Behold the g:lded * l 

Incarnate Love's perfumed Wings 
Now cleave the ſhady Air, 


9. ) 
He, over Hills and atains high, | 
Comes flying on the Hook, 
In ſtately Pomp advancing 8 


Thro' all oppoſing Oroud 
10. 
Of Principalities: and P ] re 
He makes an open Ser; 
Down, in his March, he throws the nn. 


* 


* 


1 
__ 


Of Heli's ouageous Crew, | a 78 


He ſkips o'er Rocks Ks . 10. 
or tarries he to lim; 


For Hills and Moyntains in the * ay 
Are but a Leap to * 


Jos 
O'er Heaps of Sin 58 run i N 
O'er Hills of 8 to flee |; 


Nor Death, nor cl tein 
| His loving ach e. Ati ©] 


Vn gd Beloved 15 e * a 5 2 


1 


* 


% * 


C7 S 
! 


L | 7 25 k 46 ap | 
wah. © ; \ ' $34 46 
When Faith itſelf ee n . ; : 
3” What Pow'rie6uld ever pave 
The 2 Mountains whereon he . 
| come to ſeek and oa A cd 


when manifold | Oblrattions be, ths 50 N 
My loving Jeſus made e 
Tis Stone of ev'ry Lett _ Ie 
, hat in his Way was lad. 5 e 
Over Hills of Sin adh le of Grief, 
O'er Mountains, 5 
n Salvation and Relief 
e runs, be leis denen. + TR 
4. 1 17 | 
Oler every Bether, Wer and bow,” n 
OB That hm and me did part, — 5 
He marches like the bounding Roe 73209 
Or loving youthful 3 4 A 2 WE. 
5 To REA RAT — 2 | 
| To anita. ae RE 
=. Were with the Sons of Men, an 
3 He haſtens to reſtore their Rights, 5 
And rifle Satan's Pen. Raten 


— 23 
e arc bs £ 

His joyful Fordneb to fufil, | 
| * mn 1 K Nis t * 


. 0 * 
When heindus r 


. 


vofthing'.” 140 5 | 
Make me n that he date, 
wwl per wk more incling - 


bo M , Del 
pou 


et ee. 


And yet -I fee him haſti | Ty 
And ſmiling in my — 1. Kn“ 
How can I but adore, admire, 21 „ 
And magnify füge 3 75 


3 N.. 


Bebel, * be fant "ey "a Wah, ,. 
he -looketh * en r the Wi e ing, 
himſelf through the * 
* . — 
Come, Friends, Ws how he kene hens 


The Viſits of his Grace, a 


And in what various Forms he W W 1 bet 
The * —_ N b e 


295 
His darkeſt Ways wi 7 prove! kim 150 
For, ag hides at all * 
He goes not far, but ſtands 
Our ewn Partition-wall. 


12.0 e 
Tho' we, alas ! do bud up Men nn 
The hiding wall of Sin: 8 
Yet he behind it, very nig. 


Sands ready to eme in. - on 5 


} 
His Feet no Reſt 82 N take, 


But skipping, leaping; move, ſous, OA. 1 


Till me the reſting- place he make, 
And Center of his Love. a Cao ck : 


* 

And tho', while i in H diſtant Place, | 
This Vale of Sin and Thrall, 

There's ſtil} between me and his [8 _ 

A thick, a darkning Walß 


a n mu . 1 bv 


LE 


ES 
behind - — 
9 | - 


< 


et fureſt Intercourke with. Hear a 


_ 


'( 6. 
Yet Diſtance alters' 19 his | 
Nor ought abates his Fra 
. force him throꝰ the Wall to "money. 
And make a Window * 


8 Phat there, as th © Winddw-glat 


W k and a, 
e e to me may 5 
Mine 3 of Faith to £5 


Thro' Latteſſes that Lab d divide, 
Thro? glorious Goſpel-lines, 

A Vail of Fleſh, a pierced 1 Side, L 
His Love, hi 92 . 


Thus, like a beats Hon! low'r in Spri 
He ſhews himſelf in State, 
Before the Window flouriſhing, - - 

| And growing thro” the Grate. 


Ver. 10. My Beloved Pate, and faid unto me ; 
Riſe up, my La my * 1 _ come 
away *, | 


2 
When my Peloved fs nigh 
Did to my Soul appear, | 
His matchleſs Beauty c harm'd mine Eye, 
His gracious YR mine are! 47 


+ jou ** 
Why, tho the Gegen 1 au ours giv'u 4 
„Are in his felt Embrace; 23 


| e 5 F 
ln. 13. 


* n 


. Seng —— 


97:4 * wh 
Pl! therefore ſing a W b | 
And his alain AMC. 77 - þ 
Who me no fileat Vifit made;. . ie. 2 


CEE 2 48 2 

4. ti 

The joyful Sound my Soul ror. 6517 3 
And, heat to that D e, 

I never will ſorget is Word® © | _ |} 
By RT — ne 

« Riſe up, ſaid he, my pleaſant” ne, 3 


And leave what thee anno 
* Lay killing Fears and Damps de. 


And . BF 


ct My Love, there is no Spot in thee 
. But. what my Grace SY f 
> Thou art, and . ſnalt be See 
« My. fairand 2 00 * 17 0 


«-And fince thou'rt 95 . Ti, 3 
« And I'm rt ley We | 
« It ill becomes thee to be ſhy” * eee 
25 And carry Saange to men S. 


* Are mortal Pleaſures worth hy 547 op 
<«- Flee ſrom their dying Arms; 1 
5 « Haſte to my Boſom, come away, 
: 66 And immortal Charms, * 


Ver. 11,” For hs; their" ne, the . 


is over and gone. ” 1 


« Cle Love, gd he, "iy ty Way 
6 I plealant, afe and plain: 


4 


Behold 


\ 


LY Art 
«= Behold a fair i inviting | 
«© And Tien n = 


Fear not the los 17 56 Le 
C The gracious Cilt. to thee, 

6c Fair Weather Ic 2 aq 1m Dave, 3 
And calm d the raging Sea. 


& Thou baſt no 0 Winter flight, 
* No Drop f Wrath to dread. ; 

5 The Storm did with a Vengeance light 
15 Down on th N Head. 


4 80 full did 1 my Charge pe rform 
Once in thy ; oth and N 
« That now no Elli wrathful Storin 
« Canblow 2 . 
60 — Wiku and Death wit 
 _< dtern Juſtice is appeas'd; | 
« Since I courageous bore. the blaſt, 
60 All heay*n is wy + HAR 


__ Ree I call thee not fo hein ans bleeds 
=. 4 But, free of Pain and Toil, 
1 « To follow thy victorious Head, 
% And gather in the Spoil. 


7. : 
« Yea, Winter of Deſertion's paſt 
&« And Rain of Trouble o er, 
« While by my Preſence now thou 1 


pt e eee. 54 


SV) 5 


8 = n 
= 
: Ver 
* 7 g Fs A - , * 2 "  % K *. - 
* a : * | 


* the Song of Solomon. 4 59 


Ver. 12. De Flowers appear. on the Furth, the 
Time of the t. WG. of as LS, cm.. 


& Come, come; * 88 beloved 
15 2 warming Beams of 8 


outhful Spripg with flow'ry Pride, 
ks ſmiling in thy Face, 


8 -% 


ce See lapſed Nat 's +a Earth, 
„ Nipt with a Winter-fall, 

&« Now Deſt with buds of heav* nly Birth 
And Flow' y around "oa Ball. 


cc See Adam's dry * wb Root, 

« Where Briers and Thorns were rife, 
«© Now bud and bear unfading Fruit 

« Unto . £5 


« Lo, Heav'a a UN 8 the Ground 
„Where Hell grew up apace; 

&« While earthly Hearts do now abound 
„With heaw'nly Flow'rs of Grace, 


) 
« The fading A df K. outhel 
„ Reſume their fruitful Life, 
«© While I the Branches lop and dreſs, 
And bleſs the pruning Knife. 


6.0 n 
* The leafant Time of peaceful Spring 
rom win' try Bluſters free, 19 ob 


4 Invite the heay*nly Birds to ſing 
Upon the living Tree. 1 
e 
4+ Heb: The Time of OR og 31 is come. The Word 
ended finging, þguifies alſo to prune or crop. 


1 


OY the 1 Oy. 
be 
The gong | arte x 
The joyful Sound of Grace and Love / 
_ Ck we 9 7 ä 
5 Reſbunding Ecchos thro” the Plain 


From n+ my little Doves, %Y 
That in the Valle 7s mom aenginy TE 


* 'Melodious, proves. - 


Their Hearts WS could j joy n ney » mou. 
& So cloſe. bound BR An and,pent, 

= Have now, upon their Lords Return, 
« A joyful, mournful. Vent. 


As loving dt * do 
« Maſt joyful meet their Wiſh, 
0 Who. e Copter em Abſence, how 


.« 80 e ra, 5: Yo Mones 
« 'T heir ir Lord approaching wait 
* With joy ſul Hearts, 7 mournful *. 
Turtles tles meet their Marte, * 


2 gweet Sounds, 8 e liſt 


« Are heard on every Hand. Tak 
® Around the Field that I have den, 
And ftil'g N N | 
4 \Ry the Tuptl us e. e 
_ * * e * | 


1 1 2 1 3 — * 
- | * 
— 


* PIT ;? 5 


the Song of Solomon. 6 
Ver. 13. The Fi- tree putteth forth ber green 
Figs, and the Vine with the tender. Grape 
give a good Smell ——— 
Up 1. | 
% Now, now is the accepted Time, 
When heav'nly Plants of Grace 
« All preſſing forward to their Prime, 
And thriving, grow apace. 
( 2. 
„The Fres tho? yet-unripe for Meat, 
„ Appear in green 8 
„ Young Grapes unripe for Drink, yet ſweet, 
* And fav'ry Scents convey. 


„With Joy the A Sign I ſee, 
„Ihe young and tender Race; 
And view with Pleaſure in mine Eye 
The ſmalleſt Buds of Grace. 


4 


4. ) 
ce Yea, lo, the ai Thy Bb Spring 
Does in Abundance now, 7 
% Not only-Flow'rs for Pleaſure bring, 
„ But Fruits for Profit too, 
* The living Vine . does 
« To ev'ry Branch diſpenſe 
t Moſt ſweet and odorif*rous juice 
From Steams of * to fence. 
EEE ha 
Are nts EM flee the Smell 
« Of Vines, with Fear and Dread t 
& Perfumes of Heav'ns true Vine repell 
% I'. old Serpent and his Seed. i 


6s AParaphrofin 


— Ariſe, my Love, my fair one, and cont 
: atway, * 


444+) 
< Riſe, drooping Bride, while Spring ſo ſweet, 
In Place of Winter ſnell, . 


4 Does thus by various Charins invite 
« 'Thine Eyes, and Ears, and _ 


1 | ) 
4 Fair Love, tis üer I'm fond to 3 
„ Tis thee Em loath to want: ; 
© Come to thy heav*nly Mate, and bid 
£ All u, 1 1 8 16 


& 'Thy Company ana ' BR to gain 
I am ſo ſtrongly bent, 
I'] till inſiſt, till I obtain 
„ Thy full _ free Conſent, 
4c Haſte to mine Anas for, didſt thou more 
„As I'm to thee inclin d, 5 
Thy Heart would on the Wings of Love | 
« Outfly the haſty Wind. 


Ver. 14. O ny Dove, that art in the Clefis m the 
Rock. in the ferret Places of the Stairs, let me 
fee thy Countenance, let me hear thy Voice: for 


I veel is thy Vice, and thy ne ts 
gomely, = 146 g 


My Dove, that 10 the oh Rock 
* Art wont to neſtle high, 
And to my Wounds, when Storms moves, 
1 As ſhe). 7 % 3 


1 of 14S | * Jy 
A * 8 Ver. 19, | | WF 


7 yy 


-» 


the Song of Solomon 


Py” Aa ) 
6 In ſecret Cline? wont to vent 
Thy Heart to me alone; 
40 Kind! io pour thy heavy Plaint, 
nd make thy humble Moan 3 


A } 
« O why doſt thou, * built ſo high, 
«© At every threatning Shock, 
« So tim'rous now for-ſhelter fly 
To any 1% 1 ? 


« "Why, frighted an thy 80 Neſt, 
« To lurking Holes and Clifts 

« Doſt take, with ſhame and Fear wy. 
* Suchryain and ſorry Shifts ? 


) 
« Look up, my Doe; Ns bluſh, nor fear 


Y 7 
- 7 


,v..; 466 Thy heay? nly Mate to face, 
« Who wills thee boldly to appear 
Before his 1 9 Irace, 


« Lift Voice and . unt * both upright 10 
« With Confidence to me; 

&« And let thy Voice mine Ears delight, 

| « Thy Coun * ming Fre. 


6 For ſweet”s by bbc dt Pay 'r and Praiſe, ., 
Which pleaſe me pore to hear, 
© Than ever choice melodious Lays 
„ Could in 1 Ear. 


60 Thy dombleſt n Naa my Done, 1 
«© Excel, in my Eſteem. | 

„ Their higheſt Strains that artful rove 
In Orat'ry ſublime. 


E 2 N Thr 


1 
% Thy Countenance is alfo fair, 
* And comely in mine Eyes 
& Tho' earthly Minds with ſcornful Al- 
«< 'Thy heav'my Mein deſpiſe. 


10. | 
« For, Ane y A ue compleat © 
Is. ſtilthy Robe renown'd, 
« My Graces in thy Count'nance meet, 
„ And caſt their Luſtre round. | 
Ver. 15. + Tale ut the . Foxes, the little Foxes- 
that ſpoil the Vines ; for our Vines have. 
tender Grapes, 


27.7 
Rut ſince my Bride's tim'rous Dove, 
4 $99 ſcar'd and ſet aſtrax ; 
are muſt be taken to remoye _ _ _ 
Tue ſright'ning Beaſts of Prey. 


2. | | 
«© Of nurtful Foes WY Brood i 
„ Againſt her Peace combines z.. 
As ina Vineyard Foxes rude 
* © Infeſt the feeble Vines. .. 


Leet all Saber ue ber 8 me - 

« Soon, at our Inftance, ſeize - 

| & The Foxes great and ſmall.they ſee,:. 
0 That ſpoil the riſing Trees. : 


« Ye Miniſters of 15 Kane, 
My Vineyard, who attend. 
6. J charge you guard againſt the Snares 
e That do the Vines offend. | 
ps &- All. 


1. Take, in tbe Original, is in the Plural Number 
Take Je. ; You | 


xy Ca 


the OO. =. 


a All erring Tesche * deſcry, 
„ Dece tful Workers check ; 
« All falſe Apoftles take and try, 
Reſute, repel, reject. 
6,5 


\. ; 

« No cunning Spoilers Lightly mark, 
No little Foxes ſpare : 

44 For theſe ng ſmall Deſtruction work 
« No little Miſchief ſhare. 


s ( 55 10 
6 A little Fox ſoon ſpolls and rents 
Small Branches to- the Stump: 
„ A little Leaven ſoon ſerments 
« And leavens all the Lump. 


8 ) 
mn Out Vines have alt and tender Grapes: 
« And if the firong, the big 
«© With much ado the Hurt eſcapes, 
« How * ** the Sprig? 


Each Soul be al A ravght to catch 
„Small Foxes hid in Heart, | 

„ Vain Thoughts, deceitful- Luſts, that kata) 
+, 0 _ ira Smart. 


) 
« The Ade fing Hrn deſtroy, 


„ Their ſmall Beginnings huſk 5 


* Elſe they the. Buds of Grace and and Jeſs” 
« The tender. Branches, c. 


Ver. No Aa Beloved i is mine, and 4 an 3 * 
= feedeth ® among the Ex 7. 


* Viz. Himſelf or bis Peogle. 
a + His Props 4 bis Ordinances, 


> 66 95 . 


') 

Such were mende Words be ſpoke 
To give my 800 Nepoſe; 

Such was the Order ſtrict he took. 
With my diſturbing F $1 

$64. 1. 

T'll thereforeboldly now aflerts- 
While yet he hides his Face; 

And ownhis Int'reſt in my Heart, 

My Int'reſt in his Grace. 


. . 
Lo, Jam bis, and he is mine, 


Our Titles are tnvoly'd 
By Myftick Union, ſo divine, 
As cannot be diffoly'a. 


( 4. ) 
Our mutual Int'reſt firm abides 
And will endure or ay; 
Hence, tho behind the Shade he bides, = 
Te is not ar away, 
65 5 


). 
Tho' Heav'n the TS Banquet yields, 92 


Among his'Flow*ts above; 

Ter bete amidſt Bis Lihy- fields 
He! KCEPS His oy of Love. 

6. 

"Mong Saints whoſe Rodevite'l Lilly-white, © 
By waſhing in his Blood, 

To grace the Feaſt is his Deli ht, U. 
"His Maat ar- Drink an Feed. 


- "8 Þ 

Mich loving W Flock he feels | 
Upon the fatteſt Place, 
g the taireſt . : 
he S i Paſt es is Orc 


— 


% 


\ 


the Song of Solomon. 
1 
By Faith I wait my proper Share, 
When nought but Sen/eT ſee”; - 


And argue from his paſt'ral Care 
Hi. is loving Mind to me. 


Ver. 17. + Until the D break, * and the $ha- 
dows flee aπαπ.x 


Among the Lillies bade bel below 
Lord will feed and ſtay, 

Until Ber Day ſhall blow 

Time's-ſhady Night away: 

2. 

Still therefore Rays of Joy remain, 

Tho? dampt with Clouds of Fear ; 
Until he cleave the ftarry Plain, 

And on the Clouds — 


Did Saints of old, fant 6.0 in Night, 
Believing, hope to fee 

Incarntte Love's ſubſtantial Light 
Make legal Shadows fee? 


| 4. f 
Tis done; and ho the brighter Sky 
| Makes Goſpel- Grace the Pawn, 
at all remaining Shades ſhall die WEE 
And fink in Gs Dawn. 70 


0 2 
Her fiery Wheels Alurihecby F light 
SGhnäll o'er the Shades be burt, 
And Deluges of dawning Lighgnt 
O'erſpread t che duſky Worlds. & 


toy 
Theſe Words are dr, uber to the ee ding 
Hie. e "oy ding 


„ Aae en 

. 

Let there be Ligbt, once ace N ay 
W ho firſt did-gild the Ball : 


Then up ſhall riſe the endleſs Days 
And down "he 9 * fall. 


l ) | 
_ Davkneſs, the et no more it "I | 
© Shall hear, and ſoon obey, 

And Clouds of Sin and Sorrow flee 
Before the ring 7 —y 


The long dark Nights 1 LI pt the Field © 
doo And domineets J. with ge | 
Shall then refign th ir "Place, and yield 
To everlaſting . 1 . 


wn Ordinances beter Rad paſs, 2 | 
4 Which darkly ſhew him here Of 13 b 
For then he'll Wr the Looking- glas, 1 
And Face to is PRE: 4 1 


* 


Welcome, the W the . Store 5, | 
. Adieu, ſweet, little awns : f 
Tl doubt, and fear, and ſin no more, 
When Glory's Morning dawns. 


— Turn I m my Beloved, ond be thou "its. 2 


Roe, or a yaung Hort upon the Mountains of 
Bither, : 


Kind Lord, wat hi biigke an D 
To my eternal Bliss, 

Till duſky Shadows all retire_” 
And work no more Diſtreſs 1 


ran m f Drof Diviſon, 


- 


-- 


© Twi 


La 


ide Song of Solomon. 


Turn; till this Series Break of Day, - 
O turn to me thy Face, 
While in the ſhady Vale I ſtay, 
Deny me not * Grace. 


While circling wee FILM my Soul 
To various darxkſome Urns : 

Let circling Mercies round me roll, 
By various kind Returns. 


D | 
Oer Hills of Sin, a Gullt, and Wo, . 
That place us far apart, | 
Come marching like the bounding Roe, 
Or. loving out Hart. 


O'er Mountains to . 


They ſkip, they leap, they flee; 
9 # Eaſe, and. Speed, and Ln. 
Ha e ober the Hityro me: 
5 TY 
Tho- e, thou gps and hide, 
Thy Favour ſtands unmov'd ; _. - 
Pl! therefore own I am thy mo 
And thou art my Belov'd. 


Hence ſhall Lividing Hills 450 R Rants - 
Between my Soul and thee, - 

Be to my Faith but Arguments 
To hafte thy _ K 

Let mighty Hills, LE which to go, 
Defies my feeble Limbs, 

Enhance the Glory of the Roe 


That Rocks and Mountains climbs. - 


6y 


* 


Dic 


Difficulties ſo huge 6 =. 7 7 


py 61 never *. 793 71 
Be but Occaſions fair ig thee * 
To ſhew tlfine e Love. 15 


1 4 ©, ee 
3 Let riſing Mountains haſte the View 
- Of all-ſurmounting Might : 


And Ev*ning Shades, the falling Dew © | 
Of Love, till Morning Light. 


Oe WN 
CHAP, III. 
The CHURCH's Words: 10 


Ver. 1. By Night in my Bed 1 2 ught Ne . 
2 Soul loveth ; 4 ſought him, f 1 10 80 bin } 


- * 
7 
of 


| (- 2, þ 

Upon my drowſy Bed alone N 
1 772. Amidſt my Alumbers tolt, . y 
„ 1 ſought him, but my ſlothful Moan, | _—_ -. 
; And lazy. Labour loſt, . 3 


Love acting ſüch 1 Re. 
I ſelt a range 9 


20% 


HEN ala Ny and * 
Wich ſtern united Might, (hi 

'" Conlpir'd to hide him from mine j 
.. Whoſe Abſence-i is my man: * 


the Song of Solomon. 5a" 
An. abſent Lord, a careleſs Heart, N 
And Reſt without Releaſe. 


4 ) 
Tubly the Darling 4 my Soul, 4 
Still rolling ir my lind, I 
Did my dull Suif again tontton! ; 

1 * but coutd not find. 


Ver. ey will riſe nb, and go about the . iy; 

Tin ts Streets, and in the broad May, roff] 
ſeek him whom my Soul loutth : a ſought him, | 
but 1. found him not. 


. 
Since my Beloved won't be found 
In ſuch a ſleepy. Road, 
I'll rouſe, I'll r-ſe, and go around, 
| The City of my God. 


) 
More Life and vn 7 than. before, 
Thro' Grice, I will diſplay'; 
And in my Search frequent no more 
—_— by, formal Way. 


n 
But, ſhaking off my drowſy Chains, 
About his Courts I'll move, 
With more Aktivity and Pains, 


To ſeek my deareſt m _ 
( 4 5 
PIl ev'ry ſecret Corner trace, 7 ih 


And'ſeareh the publick Street, 
The Ordinances of his Grace, 
Till TY, SaVI iour meet. 


Ja mere Neale 1 Fü ,, 
6 (Sy ovght him here and there 
| fl 5 2 * Fu „. ws : $0 


j „ 


14 A Paraphrgſe.00 | 


Vet ah, the God of Jacob mift, 
Ex. n in che Hou * NY r. 
So much did former Lazineis 
To preſent Lo6ſs redound, 
That in the moſt devout Addrefs 
He was not to be found. | 


Ver. 3. The IWatchmen that go about the City 
Jus m!: To whom 1 faid, Szw ge his 
rohem my Soul loveſ h f 

1. 

Then was I, while Fa, abroad, 

| By faithful. W atchmen found, 

Who in the City of their God 

Perſorm'd their W Round. 


(62. 

To whom I cry'd, Sith great Reſpect, 

« Cu Ye Pilots of the Blind, 8. 

„ Can ye my wand'ring Steps direc! 
« My deareſt Love to find? 


} 
« J 1 ye who . *nly ills: 
„ Still tread the holy Ground 
* Well know the Darling of my Heart, _ 
And where he may be found, 


49 
* When my Rios is hid from you, 
„What Paths, What Means of Grace, 
* What Courſe do you > I purſue, 
To ſee his rye, Face ? 


) ) = 
. Tell me, ye Wachen of the Nig, 
$6 e Ys. where. - = 


7 
— 


- C0 
83 FY 
l 
<p 
„ 


#he Song of Solomon. 73 

Did ye eſpy my Soul's Delight? 

« That I - ſeek 82 there. 

6. 

«« O happ p 3 if ye might be 

« My Guides to Jeſus now] 
« Seers, did ye my Saviour ſee? 

Pray tell me, png wag how ? 


But, ah, no Lips of 8 or Prieſts 
My preſent *Plaint could ſtay; 
All were but dry and empty Breaſts, 
While Jeſus was away. " 
2 0 8. . 

My Teachers left me, gat in Doubt, 
While he withheld His Grace; 
Even when their Doctrine aund a 

And touch'd my very Caſe. 


) 
Tho? publick 1 * preſent Stop, 
Put to my bleeding Wound; 
Vet, lo, che healing Dew they drop, 
J ſoon in private ſound. 


Ver. 4. It was but a little that I 2 4 Fol "4 | 
them, but I found him whom my Soul loveth 77 


—— 


61. 2 
When publick Ordinances faiPd "we 
In eaſing my Complaints * 
When little to my Help avail'd, 
Or Miniſters or a 
BE * 
When Means and Duties * could do, 
o uſeful i in their-Place, FOR 


bee Paraphriiſe, 


44 A b Paraphrafe op 


As open Inns, and precious too, | 
As ſweet Canals of Grace : 
4+r 7 
Yet, prov ing as to Succeſs weak, 
. Bey ond them all I paſt, - 
A little eder Step to make, 
e N my Love at laſt. 
4. 
When outward conduit- pipes could vent 
No drop, to help my Need ; | 
The little Step I further went, 
5 Was to n 


For paſſing thro” wh brictle Reeds, 

. And but alittle Space: 

Had looking, o'er the Servants Heads, 
I ſaw uhe. Maſter” ( F oof . 


My Truſt in Means 4a f rom then baff, 

; A higher Rock to cli 

But through them, as the Locking-glaf, 
I fixt mine Eyes on 270 


ow ſoon through | SAR teleſcopes 
Faith did his Glory ſpy ; „ 


Diſmiſling all inferior Hopes, 
My Heart 705 1 Eye. 


I found my Soul'sBlovel i Chaſe 

; In all his pleaſing Charms; 
And joyful flew tp his: Embrace, 
And graſpt him i in mine Arms. 


— | bejd bin, * would not lit him 45, 


ff 8 2 / b 75 A 


2 W * 


am a 


1 


OLE EY « * 1 
the gong of Solomon. 75 


His Preſence which „ kan and Pray” c 
| I ſought ſo much to gain, + os 


Now when enjoy'd, with equal care 
I labour to retain. a 


ri wept for Joy to Len his Face 
And, like a kindly Bride, 

Inclos'd him fa in mine Embrace, 
And preſt to Pg 


His Preſence did wen Bi Bliſs i bots” 
His Abſence ſuch a Bane ; 

I now reſolv'd that he and I | 3 
Should never part again. 

4. 

I ſaw his aiſing Face, {6 ood” 

| A thouſand lovely Charms, 

And melted doyn.into a Flood 

| Of Pleaſiire in his Arms. 


And, lighting now on LS, heap 
- Did equal Fervour ſhow ;- "= 
I wept and wreſtled with my Gd. 
And would not let him ge. SAL 


6. 
In Heat of Battle 1 3 
On pleaſant Bethel Plains, 
I held him by his Faithfulneſs, 
The Girdle of his Reins, © 


(35-2 
And while F'nade his Truth my Shield, 
His Word of Grace my Stay; g 
The God of Jacob deign'd to yield, 
And 0 nd not lay me nay. 


mals F 2. $1 f — Of 


76 A Parapbraſcop 


1 

Of Freedom great Licht Offence 
Allowing me my Fill; 

With holy, humble Violence, 
I won him to my Will. 


n I had brought him into my Mo- 
ther*'s Houſe, and into the Chamber: of ber 


that conceived me, 


ak 'T, J 
While ſuch eb I. enjay'd, 
Such Pow'r with God in Pray'r,. 
My Court and Moyen T-empley'd, 
That others too, might ſhare. . 


CE: 

Remembring, while I ſuckt the Comb,. 

15 7 ſtarving Friends in Jail; | 

rought him to my Mother's Home, 
His Largeſſes to deal; 


That all my Relatives IPA taſte: 
My preſent wond”rous Bliſs, 
Who faint with Famine in the Waſte, 

And howling Wilderness. 


| 4- 
With ardent Zeal * 1 him, 
To let his Bleſſing fall | 
On 8 Jeruſalem, 
he Mother of us all. 


*Tis writ in Zion's FR kol. 

This Man and that Man there 

Was born again; and there my Soul 
Firſt drew the N ir. 

I therefore begg d, Al n free 

| Might have, with peaceful Days, 


The 


the song of Solomon. rg” 
The Pleaſure of his Company 
In his approved Ways. 


* 
His Preſence to Her ode I fought,” 
It's Ruins to repair: 
To ſtrengthen what his Hands had wrought, 
And Mew his 122 there. 
1 pray'd him to my native Home, 
As his belov'd Reſort, 
Nor did my Lord refuſe to' come 
And grace his ſacred Court. 


For there he fl' rl 10 WY im 
My Cup of Joy, and there, 
His Love to me, and mine to him, 
Did mutual Tokens ſnare. 
10. 
I found, to my Experience glad, 
That, i in the wreſtling Way, 
The God of Fares never ſaid 
The Seed o f Jacob, nay. 


ver. 5. I charge you, O ye Daughters of Jeru- 0 
ſalem, by the Roes and by the Hinds of the 
Field, e. e flir not up nor awake my Dove . 


1. 
My Lord does now bis joyful Reſt 
In Zion 1 Boſom take; 
Wo to the Sin, th' unwelcome G Guet, | 
T his f t Repoſe ſhall break. mY | 


up. ii, 7. the ſame Words, 1 vy here they e. 
iſt 's Pr eſents in. the Church, the Meh 2 
72 1 not war's 


till he plea 


n 4 e e, 


2 
Ye Daughters of 7h 
That Love to him profeſs, 
Take Care ye do not loſe the Gem, 
The Joy that ye poſſeſs. 


| A | 
While ſome del when eee Roes, 
And from Alarms would ſhield 
Their ſoon- diſturbed, ſoft Repoſe, 
Upon the open Field. 


DR” 64. * 
Shall we awake our deareſt Love, 
With vain and earthly Noiſe, 
That may provoke him to remove 
And daſh our preſent Joys? 


( 8 ) 
If ſome affect the rural Charms 
And Pleaſures of the Field, 
A dearer Love is in our Arms, 
Than ever Earth ood yield. 


1 4 ) 
Tf * their pleaſing Trifles would 
Il undiſturb'd enjoy; 
Shan't we our deareſt Dating hold 


And hug without Annoy ? 


Ve then, that of my Mathers Houſe- 
' The Sons and Daughters, are, 
Be careful, while he ſtays wich us, 
Leſt ye the Pleaſure 1 
. | | { 8. 8 
While he vouchſaſes to he our Gueſt, 
And grace our publick Inn, 
Ket none of us diſturb his Reſt, 
- By-Hearn-proyoking Sin, = 


* 
0 5 
1 rn — 
_ dy nd * 
| = 


. 84 
4 


| the Song of Solomod.— 0 


) 

In Love he comes 1 * and ſo 
May leave his holy Hill: 

But wo to us, if off he go 
In Wrath, againſt his ; 

IO. 

His Will and Neale i. a Law, 
To which we muſt ſubmit: 

But never tempt him to withdraw, 
Until he judge it fit. 


The Companions Words. 


Ver. 6. Who is * this that cometh out of the 
Wilderneſs like Pillars of Smoke, perfumed 
with Myrrhe and PFrankincenſe, and all 
Powders of the Merchant? 


SP HEY 
What Bride is this, in bright Array, 
With precious Bleſſings ſtor'd, 
That gives us ſolemn Charge to pay 
Such- Homage to her Lord 2 


$4) 
Up from the Beg fo her move, 
And climb the Azure Skies ; 
As from the glowing Altars Stove 
The ſmoaky Pillars rife. - 


Her Heart inflam'd with holy Fire 
In the devouteſt Mode, 
Adventures boldly to aſpire 


di, here is in the Fentinine Gender, q, d. Whoie 
. || Srabaroomcth u, Kc. 


it 


90 4 Pataphraſe on — 


$34 B | . „ LIL 
As tow'ring Smoke 6 Air PAGE * 
With ſtately riſing Heads, 
Majeſtick mounts above the nin FF 
In lofty Pyramids : 


See how her amd Nd tow'r 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 

Contempt on earthly Glory pour, 
As worthleſs o w_ Care. 


6 6. 
Perfum'd with Myrrhe and Incenſe ſweet, 


She ſmells like flow'ry Spring, 
With ſav'ry Graces, Odours meet 
+ To entertain her King. 
| PER Re = . 
No precious Powders from afar, 
„Of which the Merchant boaſts, 
Like theſe het grateful Odours are, 
Brought from 1 N Coaſts. 
So wond'rous are the Charms we ſpy, 
So rich the *broider*d Robe; 


And blazes o'er the Globe. 


The CHURCH's: Words. 
Ver. 7. Behold bis Bed “ which is Solomon' s 


; e 
r 


"4 | (3; 8 5 
„O Friends, what mean you, with Surpriſe, -© 
On mortal me to gaze? 
From borrow'd Beauty turn your Eyes 


4 -_ ® 64 
® Sie Chap, i, 16, 


Her dazling Splendor blinds our Eye, 


" 
* * » © 


» 
Rehokd 
, 
| * 
9 


#7 


the Song of Solomon. 


FOR, 2. » 
Behold the King 3 
Who me ſo richly clad, 
Whom Solomon the + opulent 
Did typity and 74 * 
Come, ſee his Eauig e IA 
And Enligns of Renown, 
His ſtately Bed, his royal Guard, 
His Chariat and his 13 
His Bed of ſtate in 2057 f ſtands, 
Within the royal Court: 


* 


For there the Bleſſing Heav'n commands, 


There is his 0 d * 


{ ) 
There, ſtill remains, as Prana vouch, 
And Holy Scriptures tell, 


For hugging e of Hell. 


( * 
This is my Reſt, here will I Hay, 
In facred Lines he ſaid ;_ 
And, till he can his Word unſays, 


"He'll never change his Bed. 2 


1 7. 3 5 
Tis here, with Pleaſure onexpreft,. 5 
Our mutual Loves combine, | 
On eaſy Downs of holy Reſt, 
And Fellowſhip N 


The Furniture and 05. immenſe 
About the Bed may clear 


{ Rich, 


bn. AM —_ 

* 
A 
* 


The Heir of Heav'uH's embroider'd Couck 


N A Paraphraſs vn 
An infinitely greater Prince  __ 
Than Solomon is here. T 


— Threeſcore valiant Men are about it, If 
the Valiant Men of Iſrael. V. 8. They all held 
Swords, being ewpert in War -: Every Mgr 
hath his Sword upon his Thigh, bicduſe of 

Fear in the Night. A 


— Ferst.) 
bn Behold the royal Gard, to fence 
His Bed on ev'ry Sideg ... 
To ſhew the Splendor of the Prince, © ** 
The Safety of the Bride. 5 


5 I , Ih . 
A num'rous Hoſt of e knlae 1 
Than Solomon's Brigade r | 
Of fixty valiant 1 by | 
Around his en 5 8 : 
For, lo, the reſting bud to guard 1 
The Hoſts of God combine, ves 
Thouſands of Angels all prepard, 
And Attributes Divine. 67 TOS 7. 


The loweſt Rank a rails the Bed“ 4 
Are Watchmen of the Night, 
Who ſtand as. Sentries in the Shade, 
Until the Morning-Light.. 1 


Of theſe the Faithfal . Prince 
No naked Soldiers are, 1 
But arm'd compleat for bold Defence, 
As mighty Sons of War. 
6 


— 
» 7. 


3 


| aw.  % 


e 1464 594 fag 4 1 
By long Experience ſkilful grown 1 1 
I hey in the Field command, And 


ind 


the Song of Solomon. 


And val rous for the heay' nly .Crown 


They fight with Sword in Hand. 


The Spirit's Sword * wears 
Cloſe girded by his Side, 

The Word of God, to ftill the Fears 
Of Jeſus royal 8 "al 

When nightly Drelas her Quiet mar, 
Their Swords filence the. F night, 

And from the holy Spot debar 
The Terrors of the Night, 


Yea, Zion's King himſeſf acclaims 
To be her Shield and Shade ; 


His Blood, his Word, his Oath, his Names 


Defend the royal Bed. 
1 
The Sentry is Almighty Wings, 
For * ſubſidy prepar'd : 
What ſleeping Couch of earthly Kings 
Can boaſt of ſuch a 1 8 ? 


| ) 
Amidſt Nightſhades th that Fear ſuggeſt, 
Amidſt +'menacing Harms, 
They ly ſecure, whoſe Bed of Reſt 
Is ſtrong any _ 


12. 

Ye that my bright . n 
See, ſee, his guarded Bed 3 
Where I in Eaſe and Safety ly, | 

Beneath his Garment ſpread, 


e gi 4 Threatning, © , + 


8 


Ver, 


= 
. 
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Ver. 9. King Solomon made himſelf 4 Chariot 


4 the Mood of Lebanon. V. 10. He made the 
illars thereof of Silver, the Bottom 22 
of Gold, the Covering of it of Purple 3: 

Midſt thereof being paved with Love for the. 


Daugbters of Jeruſalem, 
| 1 
Ve that amaz'd at my Aſcent, 
Stand gazing to the Sky, 
Come ſee the Engine eminent, 
By which I mount fo high. 


1. 
Lo, here, beſide the reſting Place 
And Bed to lay me ſoft, 
Are flying Chariot- wheels of Grace 
To bear my Soul aloft. 


Our Solomon, the Prince of Peace, 
The King of Zion fam'd, 

For his Renown, and my Releaſe, 
A ſtately Chariot fram'd. 


| 4. 
He who for Pleafur' made the Bed, 
For Peace who ſet the Guard, 
For ſolemn Pamp and Cavalcade 
This glorious Engine rear'd, 


He, congruous to his os ** 0 
For ſhewing forth his Praiſe, 
A Cov'nant firm of Promiſe free 
Did like a Chariot raiſe, _ 
None fram'd of Laban fol Wood 
By wiſeſt Engineers, 1 


Could 


16 
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A&vuld equal this, ſo gay, ſo good, 


And fum to endleſs Years. 


The Pillars thereof, bor dhe Rae 
And Support of the Weak, 
Are precious Silver Promiſes, 
That will not bow nor break. 
( -8 


It's Bottom is a Ground-work ſure, 


Of pure and ſolid Gold, 


From bankrupt Begg'ry to ſecure. 


From falling thro' t uphold, 


9. 
Its Cov'ring ſafe ſroin Sin to ſhroud, 


And ſure:from Wrath to hide, 


Is Purple Dye, the Scarlet Flood 


From Jeſus*-wounded Side. 
10. 


| ( 
For Salem's Race [ tho? ſome pur- blind 


Its outſide Pomp but move 
The Midi unſeen is pav'd and lin'd 
Wich Velvet Seats of Love. 
. 
He who, to ſhew his Kindneſs ſreſh, 
For humat Brats abroad, 


Came riding in a Carr of Fleſh, 


'The high, the humble God, 
44. 
Now for his Bride a Chariot fair 
Of Goſpel-Grace provides; 


In which he congi ring ev'ry where, 


And ſhe triumphing rides. 


ver. 11. Go forth, O Daughters of Zion, ui 
behold * with the Crown hure. 


** 
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with his Mother. crowned him in the Day 21 


his Eſpouſals, and in the Day ef the Gladneſs 
of his Heart, 
192 


King Jeſus 7. — each one, 
O Zion's Daughters, ſee ; 

The Bed, the Guard, the Coach, the Crown 
Preſented to your Eye. 


Behold my King, rol ſtrange the leſs 
To fee my bright Array; 

'Tis fit I now appear in Dreſs, 
His Coronation-day, 


| . | 
Go forth in Heart, 92 earthly Toys, 
From Self, that airy Thing, 
From ſinſul Pleaſures, dying Joys, 
And ſee the living King. 
4. 
To him, who Mother Zion bore, 
The Crown does appertain: 
His Father to his Mother ſwore, 
That Solomon ſhould reign. 


0 5. 
Behold the King with Wonder deep, 
W hoſe Glory cannot. fade, 
Jefus through Solomon the Type, 
The Subſtance through the ſhade, 
h 686.) I 
Come ſee, believe, 1 
Heav'n-glad'ning Homage pay, 
To match his Mother's Crown he wore 
Upon his Nuptial-day, | 


| 1 r | 
The Day wherein he iel the Earth, | 
And won his Bride apart. When 


* 
* 
2 
WS 
4 
* 
8 


the Song of Solomon. 


When ſhe him met with holy Mirth, 
| And he rejoic'd in Heart. 
bat 8.) 
The Saints, who af his Image bear, 
Proclaim the high Renown 
Of Zion's King, who deigns to wear 
Their Praiſes as his Crown: 


es. ) 
They act the fond EE) DM. Part, 
In joint applauding Bands . 
The heav'nly Babe form'd in their Heart 
Is crown'd with both WY Hands, 
10. 
His wedding and his crowning Day, 
Their pompuous Joys unite,; 
To pourtray him, the lovely Way 
Where Grace and Grandeur meet. 
II. 
Once bound unto the Altar's Horns, 
A Victim for our Dues, 25 
is Head was crown'd with cruel Thorns 
By's Mother-Church, the 7ews. 
, ( 
But Pleaſures now his Pains repay, 
And Pomp that ſuits him well, 
His Father's Crown, with ſov'reign Sway 
O'er Heay*n and Earth and Hell, 


1: Motherly, 


CHAP. 


be: tie Song of Solomon. 


| 323 8 8 
TDD 1 
. H A | P. IV. 
CHRIS (T's Words. 

Ver. 1. Behold, theu art fair, My Love, be- 

Hold, thou art fair, thou haſt Doves Eyes within 


by Locks : Thy Hair is as a Flack of Goats 
that appear from Mount Gilead, | 


*Dbft meekly human Praiſe eſchew. 
rom Zeal to magnify: my Name,. 
And give my Rdyalties their Due: 
75 
Thy Name no Dettitnent lultains. 
By Travail in commending mine; 
For, lo, I now return thy Pains, 
By crowning thee with. Praiſe divine. . 


( 3, 
My Truth, that cam e tie falſe decoy. 
Of flatt'ring Paraſites approve, 
Aſſerts, to animate thy Joy, 
Thou art my fair and ſpotleſs Love: 


| Cats 
M Love, who lighting gawdy Fame, 


0 Ot. 1 BRITT 
Lo, thou att fair, lo, thou art. fair, 
Twice over, fair thou art, I fay ; 
My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 
Thy double Robe and bright Array. 


The! 


the Song of Solomon, 


N 1 

Tho! thou a ſpotted KAT, 

A Native Black, thyſelf doſt ſtile 3 

Yet, asa Mark of my Regard, 

P11 count thee free of Spot x Guile, 
6. 

When to a Dog, a Ine, a Gnat, 

Thou doſt thyſelf abas'd, compare, 

And call thyſelf a helliſh Brat, 

Ev'n then I ſee, and call thee fair, 


| 3 
Thy trembling Faith will ſcarcely own 
My Comelineſs that covers thee ; 
Behold, behold, twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me, in 33 

| 8. 
I ſee the Beauty of a Dove 
That decks thy Soul without Diſguiſe 3 
For there devout Aﬀections move, 
| Like Turtles coy, yet charming Eyes, 


So modeſt, humble, 8 chaſte 
So true and faithful to their Mate ; 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 
And all my baſe Corrivals hate. 


| 07 0-0 
Thy charming Pa vail'd with thy Locks, 
Shew Wiſdom with Sobriety- : 
And heav*nly Beauties fineſt Strokes, 
From nauſeous Oftentation free, 

we # 8. 

Gay, like a comely Flock of Goats 
Browfing on Gilead's ſtately Height, 
Is thine adorning Hair, that notes 
Thy fair D, ſhining bright. 
2 444 . * 3 


A 


Mo 
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3 

No artful Curls, no pamper'd Hair, 

The ſorry Pride of mortal Clay, 


Can parallel the heav'nly Air 
Of thy well-order'd Walk and Way. 


Ver. 2. Thy Teeth are like 4 Plock . f Sheep that 
are even ſbonn, which came up from the waſhing © i 


Whereof every ons bear Twins, and none is bar - 
ren among them. 


( ) 
The World, ſtruck wi th thy Beauty, ey 
Believe thy Entertainment good, 
Did they thy Grinders white ſurvey 
That daily Aae the heav*nly Food. 
WE * 
Thy Teeth, the Bread of Life that call, 
And cat fo eager of my Fleſh, 
Are Acts of Faith in Number full, 
And in their Nature fair and freſh.) 


Thy Prieſts, cations Bread who break, 
As Nurſes forthe Babes new-born ; 
When by an equal Eaw they act, 
As ev'nly Teeth thy Face _ 

4. 
None does his Fellow overgrow, ©. * f 
Diſtorted from his proper Place; 
But all, as equal Grinders, ſhow 
Due Pains in feeding Babes of Grace. 


They hold a eomel) Pale: 

Nor orderleſa thy Peace moleſt, 
As proud o ertoping Teeth would be 

Amin relates Oer = Tek, ; 
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6. | 
et mild doth keep 


quality; 
Like ev'nly rounded Flocks of Sheep, 


New paſt the act'rate Shearer's Eye. 


Thine active Zeal. 
A ſmooth and juſt K 


* 


Thy Purity exceeds Hein F * 
Waſht newly in the Cryſtal Flood; 
Thy Fruits of Holineſs and Peace 
Outvy their fertile, num'rous Brood, 


* 
There does not in 8 Flock appear 
One barren, “ unprolificx Womb. 
But all by Twins their Product bear, 
And lead their Offspring bleating home. 


Ver. 3. Thy Lips are like a Thread of Scarlet, 
and thy Speech is comely : Thy Temples are 
like a Piece of a Pomegranate within . thy 
Locks. 

2 


I view'd thy beauteous moving Lips, 
Commending me to Salem's Race, 
And dropping pureſt Nectar Sips, 
In ſav'ry feeding Words of Grace. 
| | 2. 
Thence facred Pray'rs and Praiſe proceed, 
Thro' me ſo grateful unto God ; 
Thy Lips are like.a Scarlet Thread 
Dy'd with rhy Lord's attoning Blood. 


1 | 
Theſe balmy Lips with feste Voice 
Salut 


Sweet ſounding in Devetion's Path, 


92 A _Paraphraſe on 
Salute mine Ears with ſecret Joys, 
And ſpread around a fragrant Breath. 


(4) 

Thy Speech, in Pri to my Renown ; + 
In Pray'r, to ſue the Bliſs from me ; - 
In ſocial Wards, to make me known; 
Shews Grace with comely *. - 
Hence „Otte lil thy Temples fair, 
Tho? vaiPd within thy Locks, appear; 
While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray'r, 
When none but leh hiv wh and hear, - 
From Men thou hid'ſt thy roſy Cheeks, - 
Which Scarlet Shame for Sin doth fluſh ; - 
Yet, ſpite of Maſks, thy Mein detects 

The Beauty of thy holy Bluſh, 


Ver. 4. Thy Neck is like the Tower of David, 
builded for an Armoury, whereon there hang 
4 thouſand Bucklers, all Shields of mighty 
Men. * 


| pw 

Beſides thy Coral Lic and Cheeks,” 

Thy lofty, tow'ring, Iv'ry Neck, 

Fram'd like a heav'nly Structure, ſpeaks 
The Wiſdom of its Architect. 


| * 
This Neck of precious Faith excells 
King David's fair and ſtately Tow'r; 
It holds the glorious Head, and dwells 
Erect upon the Rock of Pow'r. - 


« | 2 3 R . 
\s that was for an Arm'ry built 
f warlike Weapons, ſparkling bright, 


"ee i Sw fd fn. 
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Where hung a thouſand Bucklers gilt, 
All Shields of Memo War and Might : 


So this moſt vig'rous F aith of thine 

More Strength by building on my Names, 

My Words and Attributes divine, 

Than many thouſand n, acclaims, - 

Defenſive Arms, in ev' ny Caſe, : 

Within this Magazine abound ; 

With Weapons of victorious Grace, 

And brazen bulwarks built around. 
1456.0 

Thy Neck of Faith aſſimilates 

A Tow'r majeſtick and upright : 

It ſtands renown'd for yaliant Feats, 

For bold Exploits and Acts ry Might, 


Faith joining her ability King, 

Gan, ſpite of Fears, ſecurely duell; 
And in her Head triumphant, fing 
Defiance to the Gates of Hell... 


Ver. 5. Thy two Breaſis are like 100 young N 
has are Twins, which feed among tha 
Lillies, + 


| ) 
Thy Breaſts of load. Roes.. 
Both young, delightful, lovely Twins: 
In has ſuch Le gal Ardour glows, - 
Both for thy God, and Vd thy Sins. 8 


Thou op'neſt frank a 9 Breaſt, 
Two facred Teſtꝰments, and two Seals; 


+ See Chap. vii. 3. 


* Which" ; 


Z 
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Which to thy Children yield a Feaft - 
Of heav'nly Milk, for daily Meals. 


EI. 
Thine equal Breafts delichtlal feed 
With congruous Milk of ſweet Solace, 
In juſt Proportion to the Need 
Of all the little Babes of Grace. 


( 4 ) 

Among my Flocks the Lilly-fields, - 
Where I with Pleaſure feed and feaſt, - 
Thy wholeſome Converſation yields 
Sweet Nutriment with open Breaſt. 


Ver. 6. Until the Day break, atid the Shadow) 


flee away, I will get me up to the Mountain 


of Myrrhe, and to the Hill of Frankincenſs, 


- I. ) | 
J heard thy former 15 Requeſt, 
That I might haſte the Shades away, 
Or, during Night, abide thy Gueſt, 
Until the Dawn of endleſs Day. 


2. 
In mindful Boom fu I 4 
Thy Pray'r, to which, no longer mute, 
As then 1 bent my liſt'ning Ear, 
So now IL grant thy humble Suit. 


In Zion Mount my bes 9 5 ſtay, 
And conſtant there I'll lodge with thee, - 
Until the Dawn- of Glory's Day, 

That ſhades of Sin and Sorrow lice. 


| | ( TT > 

There will I ſmell the Savour ſweet. 
Of ey'ry active Grace and Pray'r ; r 
For 


— e pul of — 7 


Wee 


89222 — 22 
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For Zion is my choſen Seat, 
And I'll reſide for ever TY 
Accepted Off rings 0 A 

In this my holy Hill abound, 

Perfum'd with Myrrhe and Incenſe pure, 
That ſpread their pleaſing Odours round, 


No ſpice ſo much 1elights the Smell 
As daily Incenſe ſmoking there : 

Still therefore ſhall my Spirit dwal, 
And lodge within the Houſe of Pray'r, 


7. ) 
This Mount of Incenſe, Hill of Myrrhe, 
| My preſent Grace. ſhall ſtill adorn : 


Nor thence will J decamp or ſtir, 

Until the glorious dat ok lp 3 
1 

Till to my royal Courts above 

With ſound of Trump I call thee up; 


To conſummate our endleſs Love, 
And drink full Joy's immortal Cup. 


Ver 7. Thou art all fair, my Love, there is 
uo Spot in thee, 

I, 
My Love, thou ſeem'ſt a lothſome Worm e 
Yet ſuch my Beauties are on thee, 
] ſpoke but half my comely Form ; 
For thou art wholly fair in IS 

2. | 
Whole juſtify'd, in c rfect drefs *; 
Nor Juſtice ſtern, nor fiery Law, 
Can in thy Robe of Righteouſneſs 
vicern the ſmalleſt ſpot or Flaw, 


Tea, 


$6 A Paraplraſe au 

ö 
Yea, {:riQify'd in ev'ry Part, 
Thou to Perfection doſt incline : 
And I thee judge by what thou art, 
In thy Dekre, and TG ts 

4. 

Fair Love; by Grace compleat in me, 
Beyond all mortal beauteous Brides, 
No Spot nor Blemiſh ſullics thee, 
But what my Purple Veſture hides. 


Ver. 8. Come * with me from Lebanon, my 
Spouſe, with me from Lebanon Look from 
the Top of Amana, from the Top of Shenir and 
Hermon, rom the Lions Dens, from the 
Mountains of Leopards. | 

on GENE Et: 

Fair Conſort, did I thee betroth ? 

«Spouſe, did I get thy Heart and Hand? 

I urge thee by thy Marriage-oath 

Now to regard my kind Command, 

2 


Come, come with me from Lebanon, 

This Mount of Pride and Vanity: 
Faith's Object, Things unſeen, unknown, 
More ſuit thy, heav*nly, Pedigree. 


| SB: 
Come from this World's bewitching Heights, 
And let thy new- born Soul forget 
The pompous Fopp'ries, gay Delights, 
And Idols of thy native State, 


Are mortal Plea wires worth thyStay, 
Or flying ſhadows, dying Toys, 

A The Words hers may be read / Way of Prewiſe 
Thou Salt come with me. nn 


*$ "2 


& 
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When I invite thy Heart away 
To ſhare immortal ſolid Joys? 


By Faith look from e Tom, 
From lofty Shenir, Hermon fair ; 
Thence over Fordan look with Hope 
To Zion, wheve my Glories are. 
6. 

Let me alone poſſeſs thy Heart, 
Leave ev'ry dang'rous Lion's Den, 
From theſe wild Leopard-hills depatf, 
The Place of furious Beaſts and Men, 


6: JF 
All worldly Joys 1 
With Mountains of vexatious Care, 
And under gawdy. Pleaſures, hide 
Some ghaſtly and IN Snare. 


„ 
Let blinded Moles jn earthen Hills 
Their mould'ring Portion fond purſue, 
And lick the Duſt that never fills; 
Bid thou the Mole-hill Earth, Adieu. 


( 9. ) 
I'll thee to higher Bliſs <4 
To joy forever with thy Lord : 
Come, come thou muſt, and come*thou-thalt, - 
My Promiſe be thy drawing Cord. 


Ver. 9. Thou haſt + raviſhed my Heart, my Sig 
ter, my Spouſe ; Thou haf raviſhed my Heart 
with one of thine Eyes, with one Chain of thy 
_ Thy 


J 


ter token aw.ty wy Heart, 


. A Pargphraſe s 
_— ; 
Thy Fellowſhip's my fond Deſire, | 
Thus ſu'd by Promiſes and Calls; 
Becauſe my vanquiſht Heart on Fire, 
A Captive to thy Beauty falls, 
Z, 

J cannot ſee with Pleaſure, Love, 
Thy Feet on diſtant Mountains roam 3 
Nor can I reſt, until, above, by 
My Heav'nly Palace be thy Home, 


e 
I do, my Spouſe, 1 Siſter dear, 
Own uuaſham'd, my Brotherhood; 
We're doubly ſib, our Kindred near 
Is, both by Marriage, and by Blood. 


* 4 

Sith then my Father's alſo thine, 
In's Love thou haſt a filial Part; 
And ſuch an ample Share in mine, 
I'm hardly Maſter of my Heart. 

ern ee 
To thee I bear a Love intenſe, 
And high, ev'n to the laſt Degree: 
Thou, in effect, by Violence 
Haſt rapt my Heart away * me. 
. 6. * ; 
Of all created Beanties brave, 
E'er faſhion'd by my divine Hand, 
None like thy comely Graces have 
Ober my Affections ſuch Command. 
1 22 2 , E. \ REECE: 
One Glance of thy believing Eye, 


One Golden Chain of thy fair Neck, 
Part of thy Form has raviſh'd me: 


: - 


Row mul the Whale my Heart ze? Ay 


— „ 
— 
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8. 
Thy pow'rſul Faith 10d Love detains 
My Heart, entrapt, and yet enlarg d, 
With ſtrong Delights and pleaſing Chains, 
I'm overcoine, I'm oyercharg'd. 


Ver. 10. Hew fair is thy Love, 1 27 * 
my Spouſe ? how much better is thy 
than [Vine ; and the Smell of thy Ointmenty, 
than all Spicer, 


) 

Dear Relitive, thou 1 whoſe Veins 
My Blood and Spirit runs always, 
Bound to my Heart, by various Chains 
I muſt proceed to 1755 thy 4 

1 2.0 
How gu how grateful unto me 
Are all 3 fone. Fraits £4 Love 1 


And rich n e 81 approne 


24.1 x: 
y Divine Lov e al in > bigs Eye, 
NLO to Wine of choiceſt Sort: 


And, not to be behind. with thee, 
I'll now the Praiſe ri thine re port. 


vt T TIN 
Th 7 Love excells the CRY Wine. 
That chears.the Heart of Man apace ; 
For, lo, this fervent Grace of thine 
Can ev'n the Heart of God ſolace, 
(Sm $16. 
No Wine of Offerings once pour -d outs 
Did ever ſuch Acceptance win, 
does thy ſhinipg Lite without, 
hat flows trom butning Love wi ichin _ 


H 2: Al 
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) 
All Graces 150 t * 155 attend, 


Which in my Blood Acceptance find; 
And forth their fragrant Odours ſend, 
Lika Ointmont of the pureſt Kind. 


2 holy Unction 04 on thee, 
ields to my Heart a fav'ry Feaſt' ; 

And ſmells more “ redolent to me, 
Fhan all the Spices 5 = 4 


As Streams unto thelr'8 TY, re-flow,. 
To me is thy perfum'd Recourſe ; 

I call thee fair, v who made thee ſo; 
My Love's of thine the living Source 


9 ) 
Thy Love's my al becauſe of old 
WII th' Sons of Men were my Delights 
1 joy'd in Loves I ſhould behold, 
And now an raviſh'd with the dichte 
T0. 0 
W Love of ancient Riſe 
In me thou didſt ſo much engroſs z 
The Wounds of Love made me deſpiſe 
The Wounds and Torment: of the Cros. 


Ver. 11. Thy Lipe, & ad gen #/e, drop as the 
Honey- comb: Honey and Milk ar. under 
Tongues, and the Smell of thy Garments. Fs 
te the Smoll f rn 


13 
0 Spouſe, thy Love ith 'Lovelinebs 
Is intermixt in Word and Walk; 
My Tongue takes Pleaſure de expreſs. 


How I approve thy heay' nly Talk, Drops 
\F Swort or . ET 


— 4 
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- * 
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* 
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Drops from thy Lips diſtill'd, with Eaſe, 
To fainting Souls more Sweetneſs yield, . _ 
. — Honey-combs which buſy Bees 
ave gather'd from the flowry Field, 


Both Canaanis Bleſſings Side below 
Thy pleaſãnt and inſtructive Tongue: 
For thence do Milk and Honey flow, 
To feed and to refreſh thy Young, 


i 4. 

Thy Heart ſtill- with 15 Tongue agrees, 
To fill the ſweetly- flowing Tide, 
And ſhew thou art, without Diſguiſe, 
My truly fair and fertile Bride. 


(5) 
Such is thy wonted holy Strain, 
2 ſweet refreſhing Pleaſures load 
hy Language in Diſcourſe with Meg; 
And in Devotion towards God, 


| (Go: ÞÞ: 
Cloth'd with my Righteouſneſs, thy Smel 
Is like a Field that God has bleſt : 
But join'd with this, to deck thee well, 
A Robe of ſay'ry Grace ne haſt, | 
* And enge dworti) Bd flies 77 
y In Works devout, and Practice fair, 
Which Lebunen's Perfume outviess, 
That ſcents the circumambient Air. 


| . N. 

As there, wect-ſmetfing Trees and Flowr's 

Did, fann d with goth Gales, ound 
by & By gf? 3 &o a wt 145 


. 
+ Surroandings 


7. 


po 
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hy Goſpel- Walk delightful pours. 
To Gad ang Man, ſweet Offours round. 


Ver. 12. Garden incleſed is my Sifler, my. 
| Spouſe : A Spring Hut 2 a Fountain ſealed, 
M3 nen! . L 


| My Bride's. a Garah of Solace, ; 
| Where pleaſane Fruits and'Flow'rs abound 3 

| A ſacred Spot, inclos'd by Grace, 

| Securely feng'd and wall'd around, 

3 

EFrom common Earth ſequeſtrate quite, 
Reſerv'd ſor my peculiar Uſe; | 
And by my providential Might, 
Ereſarv d gam Vi'lence and Abuſe. 


1 39 | 
A Spring, diffuſing 6 120 Streams, 
Does high amidſt * ſwelb; 
Shut up from ſultry hurtful Beams 
And ſtraggling. Feet would taint the Wel. 
0 W 


A Fountain ſeal'd for Secrecy, 

T' enhance the Worth of Bliſs unſeen: 
For Shelter and Security, 

To keep the Waters pure and clean. 


+ . LY 
My privy-Seal was ſtampt thereon, 
That thencs the Bleſſing Heav'n commands,, 
Abroad in wholeſome Rills may run, 
And flowing Streams 7” diſtant Lands, 


SHEN <4. 6 . » ap = 25 
As me the Father ſeal'd, to el 
For hungry Souls immortal _ 
8o Zion's Springs are ſeal'd, to ſhed” 


dn Ground adgating Flog "_ 


\ 
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Ver. 13. Thy Plants are an Orchard of Poma- 
granates, with pleaſant Fruits, Camphire with 
Spikenard, Ver 14. Spihenard and Saffron, 
Calamus and Cinamon, with all Trees of 
Frankincenſe, Myrrhe and Mloes, with all the 
chief Spices, | 


1. 
Sweet Fruits al) flouriſhing around 
oy water'd Garden all beſeems; 
W hich cannot prove a barren Ground, 
Amidſt ſuch fructifying Streams. 


1 
Thy Plants of Duel do parallel 
An Orchard rich with loaded Trees ; 
Sweet, to delight the Taſte and Smell ; 
Fair, to ſalute th* enamour'd Eyes, 


(3.0 
Here *Granates young, and Camphire grow; 
Here Trees of Spice and Incenſe bloom, l 
*Nard, Cinamon, Myrrhe, Aloes blow 
With fanning Gales, a rich Perfume, 


e 7 OTST 
Here num'rous Plants with fragrant Scent, 
And ſweeteſt Odours fpreading round, 
All in their Nature excellent, 
And various in their Kind, abound- 


| 5.) 
Thy blooming pan of Grace diſplay 
A fruitful Soil, a wholeſome Air; 
And heav'nly Sap which I convey, 
Makes all the-Planting 8 fair; 

io 2 

Wild Nature's Soil could ne'er produce 
duch Trees uu here immortal Rang, 


* . 


A Parayhraſe on 


For ſpecial plenſure, ſpecial ley. 
All-planted by my Father's Hand, 


Ver. 15. A Fountain of Gardens, « 4 War of 1 
ving Waters, and ora from Lebanon. 


104 


Thy pleaſant Garden's ec Plants 
All others far in Worth excell ; | 
For Heav'n, to thine indulgent g grants 
The Waters of Salvation's Well, 


This: **. full. Ka . 
Makes Plants their vital Vigour yield i F 
Vea, neighb'ring Gardens does 0 
And water each F. eld. 


Thy Graces frank their Jules convey, 
In Se not as that N TT i 
But living. Springs, that Night a T 

Flow to refreſh the low ly Wales. 


( » * i 
Such is thy lib'ral lowing Mind; | 
Nor are with (charliſh Penurte) 
Thy Bleſſings to thy Banks confin'd,.. 
But free and VC" the Sea, 


My quickning _ freely 1 
T 1 Zion's Banks may overflow, - 


© The River is, whoſe Streams do. glad, 
And make the young i hw gro W- . 


The Well of: este du an er 


Here ſtays, the Current to 0 maintain gy. haves 
And ſprings up to eternal Glore, .. 
Sic haſten to the Main, 


the Song of Solomon. 


TY 
Not Fordan ſwell'd boch Lebanon 
So hy rolls the noble Tide ; 
As Cryſtal Rivers from the Throne 
In ſtate thro* Zion's YN glide. 
Thy Rills of Grace, Self-glory ſhun, 
Return, and own their Spring's in me; 
As Garden-ſtreams from thence muſt run, 
And pay their Tribute to the Sea, 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 16. Awake, O North-wind, and come, tha 

South, blow upon my Garden, that the Spices 
oo may flow out: Let my: Beloved comp 
into his Garden, and eat his pleaſant Fruits, 


. 70 
In ample Praiſe, my Eine I hear 
Make worthleſs me his royal Theme 3 
But with a ſtunn'd, aſtoniſh'd Ear, 
I fink into the Duſt for Shame. | 


7 1 
What humbling Wonder he performs 
On Inſects vile his Picture draws ; 
Then makes the deſpicable Worms 
The Subject of his high Applauſe, 


N 

Lord, if I be the Galdes . 
On thee, the Praiſe muſt wholely and: 
For all the verdant Graces there 

Are Plants of thy almighty Hand. 


4. | 
The ſpicy Fruits thou doſt approve, 
And gegn & fo largely to commend. 


5 Are 


"4 
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I Are Blofloms of thy fruitful Love, 
[ And on thy Breathings all depend. 


W. 5 ) 

They quickly Jangni fade and die; x 
They ceaſe to bud, they ccafe to flow; 

And ſapleſs, ſcentleſs, fruitleſs lie, 

Unleſs thy quickning 1 85 


Awake, O heav'nly (Wing, and come, 
Excite the Spices of the Vale; ; 

Blow on this, Garden of Perfume _ _ 

A 2 Weathy 2 quick ning Gale, 


) 
On Zion's So p vlt divine, 


Pour Gifts and 1 lade abroad; 
Iler Paſtors, b Perfumes of thine, 
Berthzde-a'Savour fweet to God. 


Sharp Gales from chi otter Nth” Span, | 


To rouſeithe' dormant Seeds i 0 e: 
Then warming at's loft 


To make the Spices flow apace. 3 
From ev*ry Point 6 wi WY Wia, 200 
Come, blow a freſh new Pentecoſt: 3 — 
That blinded, atheiſtick Minds 3 


May know there is 2 Holy Ghoſt. 
( 10. 

© let m Wen __ come, 

And ſp the Garden- area broad 

With choiceſt Fruits of rich Perfume, 

Moſt ſweet and grateſul to my God. 
(II. 

My Garden's his in all its view. 

- , The Life, he Sap, the Branch, dense, 


the Song of Solomen. 


e Product whole to him accrues, 
ho plants and waters all the Fruit, 

12. 
ome, elſe the Banquet cannot ſtand ; 
dme, bring with thee thy pleaſing Treat, 
he Fruits of thy laborious Hand, . 
ac Ganden-toil with bloody Sweat, 


Or Shorter, thus: 
I. 
Am I the Garden Heaven can ow 
Where living Waters flow, 
Chryſtal Rivers from the Throne, 
To make the Planting grow? 
I wing ip 


D heav'nly Wind, awake and come, 
Blow all the gracious Gales 
Dn this my Garden of Perfume, 
Elſe all its Savour fails. ) 
O Divine Spirit, | —_ 
My wittYring Heart inſpire, 
And raiſe, by various Forms of Love, 
As yarious wants require, | 


0:4) 5. 
t Northern Breezes fill my Sails 
With ſharp convincing Grace : 
hen, from the South, refreſhing Gale 
Reſume their joyful Place, 


9 So 
ke all the Spices flow abroad, 
All Graces active here 
Co entertain my Lord and God, 


Faith, Love and Joy appear, 


x07. 
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A Paraphraſe on 
mon” 

Let my Belov'd, his Preſence fweet 

ow to his Garden grant, 


To taſte his pleaſant Fruits, and eat 
What he himſelf did plant. 


COTSTSTOTSLOTOTOTSTSISTS EEE SIOTSTS 
CHAP. V. 


CurisT's Words. 


Ver. 1. I am come in to my Garden, my Siger, 
my Spouſe ; I have gamers my Myrrhe rb. 
my *pice, 1 have eaten my Honey-coms w:th 
my Honey, be- drunk my Mine with my 
Hill' : Eat, O Friends; drink, yea, drink 
abundanth, O Beloved. 


) 
Y Love, in 1 to thy Pray r, 
I'm here at thy Requeſt: 
nd ready both to give and ſhare 
The Pleaſure of the Feaſt. 
2. 

Tm come, my 3 and Siſter dear, 

I'm to my Garden come, 
'To gather up my Spice and Myrrhe, 

Pm pleas'd with this Perfume, 


) 
My Graces reliſh * * eaſt 

Of Honey, Milk and Wine ; 
I make my ſelf awelcome Gueſt, 


ST” he Fruits are mine and thing, 


_— WW 


+. adit. 


the Song of Solomon. 
) 


” RL EY 
Eat, drink, O Friends, whom I approve, 


I alſo welcome you; 


Yea, drink Abundance of my Love, 


Full Freedom I allow. 


. 
Your fainting Spirits here refreſh 


With Plenty ſpread abroad; 
Tke Grace and Love, the'Blood and Fleſh 
Of your incarnate God, | 
1 


Not ele& Angels ever ſhare 


Such ſtrange and matchleſs Food ; 


They feaſt on their Creator's Care, 


Not your Redeemer's Blood. 
The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 2. I ſleep, but my Heart waketh : It 15 
the Voice of my Beloved that knocketh, ſay- 
ing, Open to me, my Siſier, my Love, mV 
Dove, my undefiled : For ny Head is wet with 
Dew, and my Locks with the Drops of the 
Night. EN 


1. 
The Heart of J OR kind J fee, 
But mine, ungratetul, fails 
Two Natures are at Odds in me, 
And oft the worſt prevails, 


0 Aer 

Both feeping FHleſb I ate, that reſts 
n Sloth unto my Shame; 

And waking Grace that ſtill proteſts 

_ Againſt the © a Frame, 


110 A Parapbraje on +1, 


3. U 

Hence tho' I ſleep, 13 Heart 
Some inward Knocking hear; 

*Tis Jeſus, Voice, his loving Dart 
Thus wounds my waking Ear, 


4. 

& Come, open, my unſpotted Dove, 
„Thy Heart I bolted find ; 

„Awake my Siſter ; riſe, my Love, 
„Let in thy deareſt Friend, 


EN 5. ) 

* Wrath's midnight Show'r bedew'd my Locks, 
„ Storms on my Head did blow: 

« Wilt thou unkindly ſlight my Knocks 
« Who luffer'd 5 thee ſo? 

6 And now ſtand waiting patiently 
« To give the purchaſt Good, 

« At preſent ready to apply 
The Bleflings of my Blood? 


Ver. 3. I have put off my Coat, how fhall I put 


it on ? I have waſhed my Feet, how Hall J 


defile tbe. 
. 
When thus in moſt indearing Terms 
Kind Jeſus knock'd and cry'd, 
My Heart, reſiſting heav'nly Charms, 
On Bed of Sloth reply'd ; 
( 285i) b 
„My Clothes are off, my Nap is ſweet, 
«<< How ſhall Friſe undreſt ?* 
« How thall I ſtain my new-waſht Feet? 
« Excuſe me, let me reſt, | 


S tle _— 4 My 
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| (3 ) 
My Non-admiflion of his Grace 
His holy Spirit vext 3 
My Anſwer for my Lazineſs 
Was but a vile Pretext, 


Ver. 4. My Beloved put in his Hand by ths Hole 
of the Door, and my Bowels were moved 
ar him. | 
| 12.9 
When J fo ſhamefully refus'd 
Acceſs to my Belov'd, 
Another kindly Way he us'd, 
Wich my 2 v/ thn 
— 2. | 
Tho' I his Word dd baſely flight, 
2 Yet, ere I'was We, 1 
His Spirit by reſiſtleſs Might 
Did kindly draw the Bar 
He, to unbolt the Door? put in 
His gracious Hand of Pow'r : 
Then did his Love upbraid my Sin, 
And melt my Bowels ſore, 


Ver. 5. J roſe ts open to my Beloved, and ry 
Hands dropped with Myrrhe, and my Fin- 
gers with ſweet-ſmelling Myrrhe, upon the 
Handles of the Lock. 


5 a . e 
How long he ſtood, * oft he knock*d,- 
| How patient, who can tell ? 
What Drops of Grace on th? Entry lock'd 
From his ſweet Fingers fell 2 - 4 
t 


G5 * Or in te. 


112 A Paraphraſe my 


(& 4. 
At length I raſe from off my Bed, 
My drouſy Bed of Sloth, 
To open to my Spouſe, who had 
My ſolemn Marriage-Oath, 


— ) 
Scon by the wet radar were 
ON y Fingers moiſtned much, 
And ſweetly dropt with Oil of Myrrhe 
Left by his melting Touch. 


4. 
His quickning Sp'rit Heart-fetters broke, 
And heal'd my dull Diſeaſe; 
As dropping Oil that makes the Lock 
Soon yield and ope with Eaſe. 


Ver. 6. I opened to my Beloved, but my Belovel 
had withdracun himſelf, and was gene My 
Heart failed when he jpake, I ſought him 
but I could not find him; I called him, but 
be gave me n Anſiber. 


1. 
I open'd ſtraight to 5 Belov'd, 
Expecting his Embrace; 
But ah, from thence he had remoy'd, 
And juſtly hid his Face. 


" BRY. 
Mine aking Heart 0 now collect 
His Words that gave the Wound, 
And, wailing ſore my baſe Neglect, 
Away my Spirit ſwoon'd. 


„ ) | 
With great Perplexity | ſought, 
But him I could not find; 
I call'd, but, ah, no Anſwer got, 
To eaſe my reſtleſs Mind. - 


vw 4 R VGos 


| r 
My fair Profeſſion they defam'd, - 


% Ezck. xx$1v, + 
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(4. 
So much my former Slothfulneſs 
To preſent Damage turn'd ; 


Ia Grief I doubled mine Addreſs, 


Vet ſtill his Abſence mourn'd. 


Ver. 7. The Watchmen that went about the Citf 
found me, they ſmote me, they wounded mt 3 
the Keepers of the Mall took away my Vaif 
from me. | 


5 3 
When I, in private Means, with Care 
Had ſought, but ſought in vain ; 
Etry'd his publick Courts, but there, 
Redoubled was my Pain. / 
e! 
Kind Paſtors formerly condol'd 
My Caſe wiih Sympathy ; 
But now I met with ſuch as rul'd 
With Force and Cruelty, . 


Hs. © 1 
Untender Watchmen, on their Rounds 
In open Streets, me got, 


Afflicted me with many Wounds, - 7 


And without Mercy ſmote. 


. E 
They hurt my Name, my Head, my Crowty- 


And ſore reproach'd my Zeal; 
Wall- keepers rude, thus beat me down, - 
And tore away my Vail. 


Nor did my Failings hide 3 
| | I 3 


wt ih 2 84 | , a N 
f - * 9 +I \ 
Ll 
7 | 
© * 
* 


14 A — on 


A ftrolling Harlot I was nam'd, 
And not a loying Bride. . 


Ver. 8. 1 charge ve, O Deughters if Jeruſa- 
lem, / ye. find. ny Beloved; that: 3% fell him 
* 8 Tam fick of Love. 
"© Salem's Race, when v Watchmen wound, 
\ Wor't ye more. Favour ſhew ? 
What Pity can't with them be found, . 
May I expect. with you. 


I want my Soul's beloved One, 
None elſe can give me Eaſe : 
Tm fick of Love; O is there none - 
To tell him my Diſeaſe ? 


) 
His Abſence from £4] 8801 is Death; 
O, if ye find his Grace, 
1 charge you with my dying Breath, 
To repreſent my Caſe. 


The Companions Morde. 


Ver. 9. Hat is thy Beloved more than . another 
" Beloved, O \thoy faire/t among Women ? What 
5s thy. Beloved more than pans Beloved, that 

* thou deft ſo charge us? 8 


Fair gil thou ** doſt to us. 
be moaning Speech direct, 
Whoſe ſhining beauteous Carriage . 
Commands our high Reſp 


(© 
A. Ile Object * thy Love engage, 
We judge by viewing thee... 
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Muſt ſurely be ſome Perſonage 
Of very high Degree. 


What's thy Belov'd'? - A us know, 
For whom thou art fo fad, 

And giv'ſt ſuch ſolemn Charge, as tho? 
He not an Equal had. 


4. 
Thou faireſt a can't thou ſee - 
His Match when he removes ? * 
Pray what alluring Charms has he 
Beyond all other Loves? 


The CHURCH's: Words. 


Ver. 10. My Beloved is white and ruddy, the: 
+ Obieſeſt among Ten thouſands, © | 
* 


If 9 I love my Jeſus ſo, 
he wondring World enquire, 
My Grounds are ſuch as, did they know, 
Their Hearts would alſo fire. 


(2) 
O'there is no Betov'd like mine! 
He's white and ruddy both; 
All human Beauties, all divine 
His glorious Perſon clothe. . 


3, 
White in his Nature! both deſcry'd, 
From ev'ry Blemiſh'free; 
And ruddy in his Garments dy'd 
Wich Blood he ſhed for me. 


| ( 4 ) 
Was he not red but only white, 
The Lilly, not the Roſe, HE- 
/ $0: Sondard bearer, *-Maſon's Paraphraſe, 


16 4A Paraphra/e * 9 9 
He might ſuffice the Angels Sight; ; 
But J am none of thoſe. | 


) 
Was he not White dt only Red, 
A Suff' rer for his Sin, kev 
His Blood would reſt upon his Head, k 
Nor could I joy —_—_ 
But here's my Joy and Confidence 
Both mixt I ſee by Faith, 
The Whiteneſs of his Tnnocence,,. 1 
The Redneſs of his Death.” 28 


) 
Sitice for my Sin he 25 Diſgrace, - 
Who yet from Sin was free; 
This makes his white and ruddy Face 
A Beauty meet for me. 


The Chief of Chiefs Lens Compare, 
Immanuel, God-Man, 

Among Ten thouſand Enſigns fair, 
Triumphant leads the Van. 


*Y 


To him the Heav'ns thei Homage bring, 
To him cceleſtial Throngs, 

Then thouſand .Saints and Angels ſing, - 
With Rapture on their 9 

1 10. 1 
Created Wiſdom * ſcan 

The Root of, Joe's Rod, , 

Nor ſpeak the, Greatneſs of the Mans 

he Grandeur of the God. 


q © 


"Ver, 11. His Head is as the mo fre Gul, (11 
10 


. Sacks are buſhy and black as 6 


the Song of Solomon. 117 


— 5 
His Head which ny was crown'd with Thorns, 
And where all Wiſdom dwells, | 
A Crown of Glory bright adorns, 
Which fineſt Gold OW 
. WH 
So firm, ſo bright, . 
And durable ſor ay, 
Is his extenſive Government, 
And univerſal Sway. 


x: 
Black as a Ravin's bi * Hair 
And buſhy Locks; a Mark, 
That ſtill his j is freſh and fair, 
His Counſels deep and _ 
Beauties of Youth 10 = agree 
To deck his awful Sway; 
Fair Youth without Inconſtancy, 
Full Age without Decay. 


Ver. 12. His Eyes are as the Eyes of Dovet N 
the Rivers of Waters, waſhed c0ith Mit, and 
* fth et. 


© ROI 
His Dove-like Eyes £4 bright appear 
Like theſe the Brooks have wet, 
Or milky Streams have moiſtned clear, 
Like Diamonds fitly ſet. 
2 


| | 2 
His ſparkling Eyes LY piercing Sight 
O&#erſee the Shades of Death; 
Inſpecting Secrets of the Night, | 2 
And ſearching Hell beneath. He 
Fitiy placed, and ſci as a precious Stone in the 
Foil of a Ring. 
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| 2 0. 8 
He with His fx'd Mm ſteady Eyes 11 \ 
Beholding diſtant Parts, 
Both Deeps of Divine Counſels ſpies, 
And Deeps of human Hearts. 


4. . 

Behold both Lokineh and Love 
In his omniſcient Eye ; 1 

The Eagle temper'd with the Dove, 
With Meekneſs, Majeſty. 


Ver. 13. His Cheeks are as a Bed of Spicts,-45 
* ſweet Flowers, his Lips like: Lillies, drop- F 
Zing fweet«ſmelling Myrrhe. IM 
* 6 1. S, ” | 
His roſy Cheeks a Bed of Flow'rs — N 
Still tow'ring up Perfume ; 
Or Spices that with Summer-Show'rs- 
heir ſweeteſt rage — - © 
+ 7 
Theſe N Cheeks he once refign'd _ FT 
We: IP To them that pluckt the Hair, 
© Moſt ſweetly to th enlightn'd Mint Im 
Refreſhing Vertue ſhare. 5 


32 TY 
His Lips, refemblin Cich,dlooms, Nu. 
Drop ſav'ry Words of Grace, 
Like Oil of Myrrhe with fine Perfumes, - 
To ſuit a fainting Caſe. 


£7,” 1% Bm 
The balmy Drops his Lips afford, 
Give life to Sons of Death : 


The vital Savour of his Word 
Reſtores expiring Breath. 


*” Towers of Pifume. 


* 
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Ver. 14. His. Hands are as Gold Rings jet 
with tha Beryl : His + Belly is as bright 
Tvory everlaid with Sapphires. 


I, 
His Hands are fairer to behold, 
Tho? once nail'd to the Tree, 
Than Beryls ſet in Rings of Gold; 
So rich in Baunty's at 
2. 
His Operations lads, vaſt, 
No Mortal underſtand: ; 
For all the Works of God hive paſt 
'Thro? theſe his precious Hauds. 


No Iv'ry fine fo bright 7 found, 
With Sapphires overlaid ; 
As Bowels of compaſſion round 
Do gild his pierced Side. 
4. 
The Love about his Heart that twines 
Still firm, without Decay, 
In Inſtances unnumber'd ſhines 
With ſparkling bright Array. 


Ver. 15. His Legs are as Pillars of Marble, 
ſet upon Sockets of fine Gold, His Counte- 
nance is as Lebanon, excellent as the Cedars, 


1. 
is Legs like Marble Pillars ſtand 
On Golden Sockets fine; 
50 firm's the Throne of his Command, 
So ev'n his Paths Divine. 


* 
12 o- Borels, the fame Vord at in F. 4 


His ſtately Steps, his y way. 
His ſtable Kingdom, proves 

He's ſolid Gold, not mould'ring Clay 
Like fading mortal Loves. 


His Countenance more lofty is 
Than Lebanon by far, 
More excellent than all it's Trees 
And ſtately Cedars are, 
4. ) 
So high, ſo 3 is he, 
hat in his Perſon ſhine, 
The Glories of the Deity, 
With Majeſty Divine. 


Ver. 16. His Mouth is moſt feveet : Yea, I be is 
altogether lovely. 


1 
Lo, his bleſt Mouth: that once did taſte 
The bitter Gall for me. 
With Charms divinely ſweet is grac'd, 
Unto the laſt Degree. 


| 2. 

Grace pour'd into bis Lips alway 
Does hence ſo ſweetly run; 
They ſhare the Father's Grace for ay 
Who do but kiſs the Son. 


ne © 
His Mouth a triple Heay'n imports, 
A Word, a Smile, a Kiſs ; 


Ind triple Doom to daſh their Sports 
W hoſe Lips profane the Blils, 


IA is all De, 


PLA * 


2 * 


the Song of Solomon. 425 


bn 


4. 
How hard, tho . this limning Talk! 
1 faint, I muſt ſuccumb.z < | 
He is (if what he is, you ask) 
All over 112 in 3. 5 


How weak my Tongue his Qtory ſings, 


'Which drowns Seraphic Art ; 5 Te 4 
He's all deſiderable Things, 0 
And Charms in ev'ry Part, * 

6. To 


Adoring Heav'ns his Name confeſs 
The Infinite unknown, 

And in created human Dreſs : 
The uncreated * 2 | 


Their Tongues that 10 Nis Giory ſpeak. 1 
In loud and lofty Lays, , 
For higher Notes are ſtill to ſeek, 
And never reach his Praiſe, - 
| 8. 
I wrong his Name oth Ide ſo faint, 
Nor half his Worth declare: 
Can finite Pencils ever paint 
The infinitely Fair ? 0 


% is my Beloed, this is my Friend, U 
9 of Jeruſalem, 


1. 
My 1 2 to his * eh 
Bears ſuch ſubſtantial Bliss; 3 
All mortal Loves and F riendſhips here, 
Are but the Shade of this, 


* Whats 


iat A Parapbraje on | 
8 ( 2.) | 
Whatever ſweet Relations be 
Mon 150 Creatures 3 or ſmall, 


There's i:.finite Diſpar 
Between him — . all, 


4 
Let how mach } i nfl he is, 
So much he is to me : 
Far he is mine, and I am his, 
And evermore ſhall be. 


4. 
The more I hold Hl of, Glory forth, 
Or would his Name unfold ; 
The' more incomparable Worth 
1 ſtill 1 in him behold. 
5 
Now this, O 1b nden 
This i is my,Love, my riend ; 
Search Heav'n and Earth, but ſure am. L. 
His Match you'll never find. 


{ 6. ) 
Four benen far exceeds my LY 
What's thy Beloy'd ? d 
His Praiſe defeats my fault' ring Speech 3 


e (pray you, ) Come and Jt 


nap, 
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Fe ee een neee 
CH AP. VI. 


The Companions Words. 


Ver, 1. Ihither is thy Beloved gone, O thith 
faireſt among Women ? whither is thy Belo⸗ 
y gone afide 7 that we may ſeek him with 
f e . c : 


1 6 "BY "ih | 
U C H glorious Things are told by thes 
) About thy matchleſs Mate : 
is 
And ſhare thy happy * > 
. a | 2. AS 
Thy holy Walk * Talk is ſueh, 
Thy Countenance fo fair, 


Seckers too we fain would be, 
We think whom thou commend'ſt lo much; 


Muſt be beyond * 99 1 
| (-. 3 
O where is thy Beloved gone? 
Thau faireſt of thy Kind, , 
So happy in that glorious One 
On whom thou ſet'ſt thy Mind. ' 


4. ) 
Where is he gone ? rt let us know 
What Place frequents he moſt ? 
That we in Queſt of him may go, 
Nor find our Travel loſt, 


K 2 Tus 


1286 A Parapbraſe on 
l 1 7.70 
Whatever ſweet Relations be 
% Creatures great or ſmall, 
There's i: finite Diſparit 3 
Between him and t all. 


3 * 
Let how much im infer he is, 
So much he is to me: 
Far he is mine, and I am his, 
And evermore ſhall be. 


4. ) 
The more I hold F: Glory forth, 
Or would his Name unfold ; 
The more incomparable Worth 
I ſtill in him behold, 


| 5 

Now this, O Solon Progeny 

" This is my, Love, my Friend; 
Search Heav'n and Earth, but ſure am. J, 
His Match you'll never find. | 


| { 6. ) ? 
Four Queftian. far exceeds my. Reach, 
fl W hat's thy Belov'd ? ſaid 


+ 
lis Praiſe defeats my Bale ring Perch 3 
a | Hat ( pray you,) Come and ſee, 


CHAD, 


the Song of Solomon. 123 


831 1 8 l ee 77 


CHAP. VL 
The Companions Words. 
Ver, 1. Whither is thy Beloved gone, O thith 
faireſt among Women-? whither is thy Belo= 


2 gone aſide that we may ſeek him with 
ther. | ; 


STII 7 41 v4 | 
8 UC Heloriow Things mn told by thes 
A 


About thy matchleſs Mate : 
Seckers too we fain would be, 
And ſhare thy happy State. — 


2. 
Thy holy Walk ad Talk is ſueh, 
Thy Countenance ſo fair, | 
We think whom tou commend'ſt ſo much 
Muſt be beyond 9 7 2 | 
O where is thy Belorca 3 e? 
Thou faireſt of thy Kind, . 
So happy in that glorious One 
| On whom thou ſet'ſt thy Mind. 


"5p 
Where is he gone ? bt let us know 
What Place frequents he moſt ? 
That we in Queſt of him may go, 
Nor find our Travel loſt, 


* Ta 


F vr 
* 


124 4 Paraphraſe on " 
The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 2. My Beloved it gone down'into his Gar- 
den, to the Beds of Shices, to feed in the Gar- 
dens, and to gather Lillies, 


Zo, my Belov'd, BIR he a 
In Glory keeps his Place, 

Yet here below is to be found. 

.. itt Gardens of his Grace.. 

* * 0 22 * 6 

He plants, he waters ev'i Tree, 
His-Bleſſing makes them. ſpring 3: . 

Then gladly comes he down to fee 
What rich Increafe they 1805 

$ 4 0 11 

He walks among 1 foley OY 
Where Aromaticks flow ; _ Pa 

And in his young Plantation feeds, — 
Where Fruits delicious grow. 


* J 
He cathers there his choſen Crop 
Of Lillies without Toll ; 
And, when full ripe, he picks "them ups 
To deck his fairer Soil; 


5.5 
Tt' Aſſemblies of it growing Saints 
Are ſtill his chief repair: 
Whoe'er his gracious Preſence wants, 
May ſeek with Succeſs chere. 


Ver. 3 3. J am my Belts, and" my Beloved b 
0 weunine, He feedeth among the Lillies, Tho 


1 


2 See Chap. ii, 16. #his-qore largely explain'd, 


1 


wm 4. Thou art beautifu 


"\ 


Yet- judge him not unkind : 
In's Temple oft I have him found, 


And hope again to find. 


) 
And, tho' from me * Senſe he hides, 
My Faith holds faſt his Name : 
Mine Int'reſt in him firm abides, 
I will not quit my * 


He has my en pd 
And I poſſeſs his Heart; 
His Love and mine unite, I boaft, - 
Nor Death; nor 1 can party 5 
The Bond of Love 6825 firm abides, J 
Ev'n in the darkeſt Day, | 
That tho” behind the Shade he hide 
He's never far away, 


Tho he his noble ES 6d ſpreads 
Among his Flow'rs _ 3 

Yet here a his Lilly- 

He keeps his F caſts of 1 
The Ordinances of hig Grace, 

Are Flelds of his r ; | 
There I have ſeen his glorious F ace, 

And you my ſeo him there. 


CHRIS T's Words. 


„ Om Love, a 


n, 4errible 65" an 2. 


T'S 


rah, comely as Jer 
- Wie Banner), + 


* Paints 1 


1100 

How 1 is the Lib I. . | 

Who thus mine Abſence-wail'd,.. 
And kindly thought and 1poke-of me, 

Ev'n when my. Face was vail'd, . 

” > 22 

'Thy Zeal for me. 2 Feldes. 

I highly muſt appfove; 

now return to thee, to ſhew 

My great Reſpect and Love. , 


) 
Idid forgive, ahd 14 — 
All thine Infirmities: 
Thy holy Soul, from. Sin remote; 
Is beautecus in mine Eres. 


<& 413 2 | 
More fair thou ut, my lovely baer. 


More Gael in DT Sigh 


Than ever Tirzah-once:fo u, 
Or Salem once ſo bright. 


Thine Aſpect's aka +00 

Does ſtrike thy Foes with Fear 3 
As Armies do, when Banners fly, 

And martial pn wr 


( ) 
How does thine Armour glitt'rir ng bright: 
Their ſrighted Spirits .quell ? 7 oth 
The Weapons of thy warlike Might. 15 
Defy. the. Gates of Hell. =. 


Ver. 5. Ti think En 
"oo — . fm ms for th they 


ee on this agel, nu * no 


the Song of Solomon. 


W Wonder ab thy Foes muſt bow - 
When Faith does keep the Field; 
For, lo, I am thy Captive too, 

And kindly forc'd to yield. 


Thy charming Eyes G Fa and 3 
That make my ſelf their Prize, 
Have overcome me; pray remove 
And turn ae 2 5 Eyes. 


They pow'rfully Fe detain, 
My kindly Paſſions fill ; 
Yet no- Aunwill ing Vict'ry gain, 

But win me to thy Will, 


649 
Thy daring, gallant Arms of Grace, 
Have o'er. me ſuch a Sway ; 
Tm conquer'd with their kind Embrace, 
And cannot ſay thee 2. 
. 
Thy piercing Eyes, that raviſh me, 
Command me as they lift : 
My Spirit's aiding Force in thee, 
Is Pow'r I can? 2 2 


Ceaſe, N 10 1 * g, 
My Love, let me alone ! 
If not, * 1 bleſs thee; Lo 3 


My Blefling thou haſt won. 


(hb 


0 


— *" Thy Fir is ata Flock je Gur r 


& 3. 46 LAB 9 2 ae 
© See theſe Vords more largely plain i, Chap. iS 
. n | | 85 


nas A Paraphraſ# on 
appear from Gilead, Ver. 6. Thy Teeth are 
4 4 Flock of Sheep, which go uf from the 
Waſhing , whereaf every one bear eth Ttuins, and 
there is not one barren ' amorig them,” Ver. 7. 
As a Piece 4 Pongrandce- are thy Tap! 
within thy Locks, ; | 


| . 
Thy flothful Carriage toward me” 
At our laſt Interview, 
Tho I obferv*d with Jealouſy, 
And thereupon withdrew 3; * 


2. . 
Yet never judge thy Change of Frame 
My Heart from me could move ; 
For tilt ( like ſolid Rocks) the ſame 
Is my unſhaken Love: 


3 1 
Thy Praiſe — in thins Ears 
Er thou waſt ſo unkind ; 
And now indulge no faithleſs Fears, 
As if I chang'd my Mind. 


liebe) 
For, to evince the 85 Ibore“ 
Does ſtill the ſame remain, 
Ihow commend ttiee as before, -. 
And in the fornier Strain.” 


Gay, like a cotfiel 162k of Goaty* 
On Gilead's ſtately Height, 
B thine adornirig Hair, that notes 
| Thy Conyerſation * | 
| NG bioidera dee SE kalt FR 

© That trims up mortal Clay, 
Sa parallel the Heawnly Air 
Of thy well order d Way. "wh 


1 
„ 


* 


de Song of Solbmon: 129 


) 

| Thy T Teeth the Bread of Life that eat, 
And feed upon my Fleſh, 

Are Acts of Faith in Number great, 
In Nature fair and 3. 

Thine active Zeal, BY mild, does keep 
A Juſt Equality, 

Like ev'nly rounded Flocks of Sheep 
New paſt the Shearer's Eye. 


Thy Pugity « + Fleece 
Wtht in the Chryſtal Flood; 

Thy Fruits of Holineſs and Peace 
Outvie their i 'rous * 

n 

There does not in the Flock appear” 
One barren, fruitleſs Womb: 

But all by wins their ir Offprings be bear 

n 

Like Granates halv'd thy Temples Bir 
Within thy Locks appear, 

While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray” r 
When none but $54 doth hear. 


12.) 
Thou modeſt hid'ſt 1 10 roſy Cheeks, 
When fins with Shame em fluſh :. 
Yet, thro' the Maſk, the Mein detects 
Thy beauteous holy Bluſh. 


Ver. 8. There are Three eſtore Queens and Fours 
» ſeore Concubines, and Virgins without Number, 


Ver. 9. My Dove, my Undefiled is but * 5 


— 
* — 
rr 


I A Paraphraſe on 


Ade is the only One of her Mather, ſhe is the 
choice One of her that bare her: The Daugh- 
ters ſaw Bir, and bleſſed ber; ' yea tht Quertts 
and the Concubines, and' they praiſed her.” 


Thy Song gave me K chieſeſt Name 
Among Ten thoufand Heirs, 

And thee the faireſt I proclaim 
Among Ten thouſand Fairs, 


5 
Queens, Concubtne| artd vireins are - 
Unnumher'd, whorh they call | 
Bright dazzling Beauties, charming fair 3 
But thou excell'ſt them all. 


| (3) 

Moſt holy Souls (of high Deſcent) 

Are Beauties moſt renown'd : - 2 
The Righteols is more excellent . 


1 ban all his Neighbou rs round 30 on 
3 re. e | 
Wy * Deiche I view, - 


ea, all in one to me 
Her Mother-church's Darling too, 
And choiceſt Progeny. 


| 8. Y | 

The Daughters; 1er bw ng Friends, 
Beheld her Beauty great; 

And ſtraight admir'd her in their Minds, 
Andibleft her in * Gate. 

Yea, Queens and Damſels more renow n'd 
Did all to her give Place, 

And with extolling Praiſes crown? 

' Her comely ſhining Grace. 


the Song of Solomon. 538 


Ver. 10. Who is ſhe that looketh forth as thy 
Morning, fair as the Moon, clear as the Sun, 
and terrible as an Army with Banners? 


) 
* Who's chis ( faid flew ) ſo brightly ſprings 
Like to the Morning ray, | 
That cleaves Night-ſhades with rer Wings, 
ALI 0o haſte the Olen Day ? 


$6 Much fairer than the Eilded Moon 
«© Her Graces ſhine in Dreſs, 

£ And clearer than the Sun at Noo 
Her ſpotleſs Righteouſneſs, 


cc Behold in Love to Br forlorn, 
* What Wonders Heay'n performs! 
« That does with Statelineſs adorn 
Defild and Wer. ome Worms. 


6 By Armour wh N. Captain lends, 
„ Until her Warfare cloſe, 

She's render'd "helpful to her Friends, 
„And hurtful a her foes, 


cc Vea, while ſhe 4 55 Jas e 
& And caſt her Airs abroad, 
* Her Grace is awful toward Men, | 


« And pgw”riul toward God. 1 


Ver. 11. I went down into the Garden of Nuts, 
o ſas the Fruits of the Valley, and to ſee whe. 
ther 4 Fine flouriſbed, and the Pomegranates 


132 A Parapbraſe on 


) 
With friendly Mind 1b I bid my Face, 
+ Yet went not far away, 
Retiring but alittle Space, 
My Orchard to 2 8 
2 
I went but down to ſee anew 
My Garden of ſweet Nuts, 
Within the ſhady Grove, and view 
The plealant 5 


To notice round my V abba e Plain, 
If all was very good ; 

Tf tender Vines produc'd their Grain, 
And Pomegranates their Bud ; 


If all the water'd at Ping | 
Along the verdant Field, 

Did Fruits, proportion'd to my Pains, 
Ev' n in my Abſence yield, 


) 
Into my II har du eg 
And Pleaſure did it bring, 
To ſee the early Buds of Grace 
And Bloſloms of on Spring ? r 
1 raviſh'd ſaw my beauteous Bride 
| Lament my Ahſence ſore ; 
Nor could my fri in Thickets hide, 


From her, a Moment more. 


Ver. 12. Or ever 1 wat aware, my Sail, „ mats 
me like the Chariots of Ainmi-nadib, ©." 


* ſet me on the Chariots of my proc willing 


| 
\ 


the Song of Solomon. 
6) 

Such had my Bride's inviting Frame 

Ev'n in my Abſence been; 


No longer could I hide the Flame 


Of my Affections keen, 


8 
Raviſh'd, ere (in EMA) I knew, 
My Bowels did me move; 
Into her praying Arms I flew 
On ſpeedy Wings of Love. 


Sweet rapt'rous paflon tot in meg 
But in a matchleſs Mode, 
As far as Rapture can agree, 
Or Paſſion to a God. 


4. ) 
My fond Affections | Ge 
In Ways of Grace Divine, 
All towards her intenſely bent, 
Purſu'd their Love-deſign, 


5. 
My willing People I . 
Bright Graces, priucely Charms; 
And in theſe fiery Chariots ride 
With Speed into _ Arms, 


Oil'd Wheels of Faith and LINN De 
That make myſelf their Chace, 

Fetch from mine Altar ſtill more Firg 
Of ſweet ſurpriſing Grace. 


No Chariot of 8 
However ſwift or bright, 
The heav*nly Rapture can deſeribe 
, Qs Love's 2 Flight, 


* 


W 


( 8. -x 
80 . ol „tho' never raſh, 
otions of my Grace, 
'Tween Heav'n and Earth, are like a Flaſh 


Of Lightning i in a Trice. 


Ver. 13. Return, * O Shulamite, r@ n, 
return, that we may look upon thee : ut 
| will ye ſee in the Shulamite ? as it ©@© the 


Company of tus Armies. 


) 

Love, in m Ly: ſhort, waſt thou 
With Sin and Grief oppreſt ? 

O blame thy faithleſs Heart, and now 
Return unto thy Reſt. 

| 4, 

With Confidence * without Fear 

Thy Heay'nly Husband face, 

Who wills thee boldly to appear 
Before his Throne of Grace. 


) 
The Heav'ns unite the? Voice.with mine 
Thy Heart-return to move: 
Allow thyſelf no more to whine, 
Suſpicious of my Love. 
4. 
Return, O Wen ib dee 
In Haſte return; for: we | 
Heav'n sTRINIT Y.and Has unite * 
With Joy to. welcome thee 


We want to ſee thee, ani Call * 
Whoſe Peace thy Name adorns ns 5 | 

He Fl 1455 and Angels all * 

in joy a by e 2 


0 


the Song of Solomon. Ty; 


What in the feeble 4 | 
What's to be ſeen ? (you'll ſay) 

Is ſtruggling Grace a goodly Sight, 
When Sin "—"_ the * ? 


Nay, lo, my Bride Ke apt ſhe be 
Herſelf to under rate) 
I, on the Field of Battle, ſee 
In warlike Pomp _ _ 
Behold, two Arai in her Camp, 
The doubled Hoſts of God; 
Her Lovers charm, her Haters damp, 
Her happy Triumph bade. 


— — rho horror he 
CHAP. VII. 


CHRIST's Words. 


Ver. 1 . How beautiful are oy Feet with Shots, 
Fir gr s Daughter ! The Foints of thy 
* Thighs are like Fewels, the Work e 4 the Hand 
a cunning en A 


AIR Bride, il fur 31 yet extol 
F Thy Charms ſo lovely in my Sight; 
or I my new Creation Whole 
Still view with x: ing Delight, 


| 
| 
a 


1 | 
- : a. * * 


—— DOOR — — — — — —— . — 2 ES 


ut & Paraybraſe s 


( 24 ) 

How noble is thy high Deſcent, 
Not ſordid like * Sons of Earth 
How does thy Geſture document 


Thy a and ſuperior Birth 2 


) 
O Princeſs ofthe IM Race! 
How bright thy Feet with golden Shoes 


Do ſparkle, while thy Walk, thro' Grace, 


Becomes the glorious Goſpel-news 2 _ 


The Steps of thy r 1 FOR: 

And outward Converſation fair, 

7 vt v a heav'nly, royal Mein, 
tely and majtick 24 


een ag and Mod 3 


Like orient Jewelsjburnifh'd ney 5 
Speak holy and curious A N 
( 6. ) 
may ſtately Port in ſacred Things 
akes ev*ry Joint a Gem appear; 
Wie holy Frinciples and Springs 
e w_y aan ſteer, \ » 1 


Us Wheat, ſet about . Lilies. 


„1 
As is thy wlingbri Toy Ar 
Conform 510 thy: Pedigree — 
So with thy ſhining outwatd Way 


Thie inward Form and Frame agree. 


7 


Vet. 2. Thy Novel i is like mund Cubler, which 
wanteth not Liguor : Thy Belly is like an Heap 


i >» - - 
x” PR: . I *** 
4033 we” 1 p : , 
Ti: Cy 
y * LC. 
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3 2. ö 

A wretched Infant as dos waſt, 
Into the open Field caft out, 
From native Blood and Stains unwaſht, 
Nor was thy Navel dreſt or * 
But now, how neat's 97 gracious Form 
Well-nouriſh'd by a glorious Spring? 
Since Grace took up the lothſome Wo 
And made thee quite another Thing, 


(4 
Thy Infant-brood to Ripeneſs grows, 
W hich natively thy Bowels feed, 
Like to a Bowl that overflows 
With Liquor ſuited I their Need, 


My Spirit is, — fill eo 2 

And honour thee with rich Increaſe q) 

A Well of Water ſpringing up ? 

Within thee to m— liſs. 

Thy fruitful Womb an Heap of Wheet 
e Afimilates i in pleaſant Mode ; 

Thy royal Marriage makes thee meet 

For bearing precious Fruit to God. 


bs 

Fruit deckt around with Flow'rs-de-lucey 
With Graces of an active Vent; 
A Product rich of Fruit for Uſe, © 
With beauteous Flow'rs for Ornament. 

womb ha. 
Fair Zion's fertile omb has Meat 
For Babes of Grace, her Lilly-brood 3 
And yields them plenteous Store of Wheat; 
Whefi ripe in Years, for ſolid ww 


4%4? wi 
2 WO ks L 4 5 m 


- 


CO 


168; An 5 


Ver. 3. Breafts are like two young. 
Raes that a ard N 9 * 


) 
Thy Breaſts of . reſemble Roes 
That ſeem both young delightful Twins; 
Such equal Care, thou Zion ſhows, 
To ſeed thy Babes i in facred Inns. 


2.) 
Thou op og frank 0 twofold Breaſt, 
Two holy Teſt'ments and two Seals, 
Which to thy Children h Meade a Feaſt 
Of heay'nly Milk for dai 


37 


) 
Thine equal Breaſts 45 Ou feed 
With congrucus Milk of ſweet Solace, 
In juſt Proportion to the Need 
of all the lech. Babes of Grace. 


) 
Rue dear . thy Side, 
Y warm and kindly Bowels ſhow z; 
| And plainly e Ma Na Bride N 
To be a 2 5 


Ver. 4 + Bra | Neck is 40 4 . . 
ar 27% like the Fi 2. ools "Thy Heſhbon 4 


* 
ec” 


The Neck" of 1 F © 5 
The brighteſt, faireſt Iy ry Towir; 
It holds the glorious. Head, and dwells 
On high, upon the Rock of font 


> FP ; 


e 0 Tiger. I 


. 
. 


the Song of Solamon. 239 
2. ) 


( * 
Rais'd and conſpicuous, it attracts 
All open Eyes, and Wonder breeds : 
It ſtands renown'd for valiant Acts, 


For ſtrange Exploits, and mighty Deeds. g 


No Iy'ry whiter than he Swan 

Could ever match thy precious Faith: : 
No Tow'r with equal Boldneſs can 
Defy the Gates of Hell and Death. 


n 
Thine Eyes like to the clear Fiſh-pools 
Of Heſbbon by Bath-rabbim”'s Gate, 
Enlightned brightly, twit the Fools, 
"That hug blind Nature's duſky State. 


5. N 
More clear than any Silver Brook, 
Thy lucid Eyes of Knowledge trace yang 
Hid Myſt'ries in the ſacred Book, Grace. 
The Height, Depth, N and Breadth of 


But all conceal'd this Glory lies 

From Men ol Prudence, Sons of Pride, 

W hoſe boaſted Wit does blind their Eyes, 
And Wiſdom's Light with Scorn deride, 


'The Noſe of quick 8 | 

Like Let non's Tow'r does ſtately riſe, 

And with bold Look Damaſcus ſpy, 

To face thy daring pr or FT 

Becauſe they ſtrong and ſubtile are; 

Thou wiſely keep/{t the Frontier-tow'r z 
[+2 their deep Deſigns afar, 

and watch their Policy and PWS vie, 


440 A Paraphraſe on 


Ver. 5. Thine Head upon thee is like Carmel, 
and the Hair of thine Head like Purple 


; ( 1. ) 
Thy heav'nly Mind intelligent 
Excells the wiſeſt Heads on Earth; 
While Aliens from thy high Deſcent, 
And Strangers to * ba Birth. 

2. 

Thy lofty Head and ſtately Brow 
Looks o'er the Hills from Heaven above, 
And ſcornful ſmiles on all below, 
As baſe and worthleſs of thy Love. 


We 
Thy Helmet and * Head-piece is 
Hope built upon attoning Blood : 
High is thy Head extoll'd by this 
*Bove ev'ry Foe, bove TY Flood. 
I 4+ 
Higher by far than Gerth Top, 
The very Walls of Heaven to ſcale; 
When thine advent'rous, ſoaring Hope 
Its Entrance makes within the Vail. 


| ID 
Th' Excellency of 2 high 
Can't match thy beauteous Crimſon Head 3 
Its Hairs are of the Purple Dye | 
Which once thy loving Lord did bleed. 
6 


e 
Each Pin that holds thy Hair in Dreſs, 
Each Glance without, each Grace within, 
Speaks univerſal Statelineſs ; 

Not one dilorder'd Hair or Pin. 2 
43 Or Crimſon, 1 — J — WIE go” as 


1 
& 


the Song of Solomon, 24x 


| 66} 
Each holy Air —- thy Face 
So much its Beauty does enhance, 
A Luftre ſhines in ev'ry Grace, 
A pleaſing Charm in ev'ry Glance. 


— The King is * held 3 the Galleries, 
« Cat Dot. 4 

To prove the Beauty raviſhing 

And Luſtre of thy holy Dreſs ; 

How does it captivate the King, 

And deep his Royal Heart impreſs ! 


: 1 a2. | 
Jeſus, the King of Kings renown'd, 4 
ſtraitly held within thine Arms, by 
In Gall ries of his Grace, and bound 
A willing Captive goo. Charms. . 
The glorious and ma bat Ons, ü e 9% {558 
Whom Death nor Hell eould e'er detaiñ 
Is by thy pow'rful Graces won 4 


And ty'd as with a mighty Chain, 


* 4. 
Strange Loveliniefvit h that ſways 
The ſov'reign Regent of the Skies 
Conſtraining him to ſtay and gaze; 
The Charms do fo attract his Eyes. 


g's,” 

Bold with the King are Faith Efforts ; 

How happy they the Conqueſt ſhare ! 

Who win him to his ſacred Courts, 

And then have Pow'r to hold him there, 
* n 

Such is the Glory of his Grace, 1 

He boaſts of being overcome; And 
* Or bound. , 


ta» A Paraphraſt on 


And feaſts the Victor with Solace, 
Who wreſtlir g fonght but for a Crumb, 


Ver. 6, + How fair and how e art they 
O Love, for Delights , 


( ) 
O Loye, no Words can | ſpecific 
Thy various Form of Lovelineſs ; 
Delights of diverſe Kinds in thee 
I value more than I expreſs. - 


2 
No equal for Delights #4 
N o Match for Beauty here below : 
I call thee-fair'and pleaſant too, 
Becauſe in Love I made — ſo. 


ly Love, tanks how fair 
inner Frame how fweet to me ! 

My Righteouſnes and Graces are EF 

Rygyal-Robes I made for thee. | | 


4 ) 
All my laborious Lis throughout 
Was ſpent the Marriage-ſuit to ſpin, 
That makes my. Bride all fair without, 
And hence all glorious too within, . 


* 


r . . . 


Ver. * This thy. Stature is like to 4 Palm trot 
and thy B et to Cys 0 Grapes, 


The ſweet Proportion I obſerve 
Of Graces freſh and fair in thee ; 


None from their proper Station fwelye, 
But act in lovely Harmony, 


Thy 


1 Or bow art thou made fair, 


the Song of Solomon. 


by” | C: % 

Thy Stature, like the Palm-tree firm, 
Is ſtately, ſtraight, robuſt and tall: 

No Burden can the Flouriſh harm, 
No Age the laſting Growth enthral. 


.J. 
Thy Breaſts of Love 8 and mine, 
Square to the glorious Goſpel- plan, 
Are like the Cluſters ſull of Wine, 
That chears the Heart of Gad and Man. 


Ver. 8. J aid, I will go up to the Palm tree, 
Iroill take hold of the Boughs thereof : Now 
alſo thy Breaſts 400 be as Cluſters of the Vine, 
— the ſmel of thy Neje like Apples; 


c J will, aid I. this Halm. ti tree climb, 
„ This lovely Way and Walk approve, 
And to my Bride in hol Tria. 
«TY manifeſt my DE ve, © 


( 2. ) 
« T1 app rehend, by ſaving, Grace, 
« As kindly I decreed of old, 
* Her little Boughs, her tender Race, : 
“ And never quit the pleaſing Hold. 


6.3. 
Lo, Heav'n ſhall then thy Breaſts apes 


75 tumid Cluſters, h{Pd with Wine; My 
Preſence ſhall thy Graces fire _ 

Unto thy Heart's Content 7 mine. > 
The Breath of Life 7 F.. blow, | ] 


Shall withg fragrant Scent abound 3 
No fav'ry Apples e er could throw 
7 fect and eie! Odvurs et 


. 2% % Ms wii 2 N 
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Ver. 9. And the Roof 4. thy Mouth like the beſt 
Wine, ( for + my Beloved) that gocth down 
ſweetly, cauſing the Lips of * thoſe that ard 
aſleep to ſpeak. 


Thy Pallat drench'd with th haty Love 

Shall taſte and drop the richeſt Wine : 

So ſweet thy Pray*rs and Praiſe ſhall prove 
A Chearing Feaſt to me 75 mine, | 


( ) 
Pl! taſte thy Chear, Hey ſpeak it good, 
Becauſe thou wilt in upright Ways 
Derive it from my Plenitude, 
And then devote it C my 8 


Drops from the living 6 Vine? that ſtream 
With pleaſing ſweetneſs down will go ; F 


To make thy cold Aﬀections flame, 
'Thy wither'd Graces live and grow. 


+ 4 ) 

My Spirit's gen'rous Wine will make 
The Old in Years renew their Days, 
The Dead to live, the Dull to wake, 
The Dumb to ſpeak, and fing thy Praiſe, 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 10. lam my Baia, and bis Pair ie 
towards me, 


Lo, how my loving (. "FR 
Unworthy me, who bluſh to hear, 
And Blood ot Grapes from Ee dende 
| My drooping Heart amain to chear. 


EX 18 9 


Te beisef ths mee ſer fn ee 


the Song of Solomon. — 


r 
I'm not mine own, 1 his I'll be, 
Whoſe Love has ſet my Heart on Fire, 
And thus has fix'd on worthleſs me 
His ſtrongeſt conjugal Deſire. 


1 
What Line can this 1 found 2 
What Tongue its vaſt Dimenſions tell? 
Whoſe Height immenſe, and Depth profound: 
Could purchaſe Heav'n, ind vanquiſh Hell. 


Ver. 11. Come, my Beloved, lit us go forth in- 

to the Field, let us lodge in the Villages, 

I, 451 
Come, deareſt Love, let us retire 
From this vain cumb' ring Earth's annoy 3 
That undiſturb'd Communion near 
We ſweetly may alone enjoy, 
| 4 


We'll chooſe ſome ſecret, lonely Placey | 
To vent our holy Joys the more; | 
And forage in the Field of Grace, 
Until we feaſt above in Glore. 


(:-$- 4: ---: 
Thy Company ſuch bidder Trains 
Of Joy and Conſolation brings : 
That, pois'd with this, my Soul diſdaing 
The airy Pomp of earthly Kings. 


In rural Villages below 

Our Lodging let us take all Night, 
Till duſky Shades of Sin and Wo 
Be chas'd away by Gaye. Light, 


. £83 A Paraphraft on 


ver. 12. Let us go up early to the Vineyards, 
let us ſee if the Vine flouriſh, whether the 
tender Grape appear, and the Pomegranares 
bud forth ; there 22. I give thee 12 Loves. 


Unto the Vineyard 65 thy 1 
Come, Tet us curly, quickly go.; 
To ſee in this retiring Place 
If all the heav' nly 7 50 grow, 

2 „ . 
Come viſit, Lord, thy ſacred Ground, 
See how thy royal Nurs'ries bear; 
If Vines and Grapes and *Granates round 
The Fields, _ flow” ry Raiment wenr: 

* 

O conle along, thy 3 grant, 
While I thy gracious Fruits review ; 
For at thy preſence ev'ry Plant 
Will ſoon its n uds renew. 


«*” 
The Vines their ir Rollern will reſume, 
The tender Grapes anon revive; 
See how the Granates then will bloom, 
And all the Graces ring and thrive, 


21 


In theſe Bald en while live, 
Thy Pr&fice T'!l(thro? Grace) improve 3 
And jo yful there I will thee give | | 
The Tokens of my thy 4 Love, 
f 

Tn Nearneſs ſus t with 8 1 
I'll daſh all Idol-loves with ire, ; 
wholly offer up my Heart 
See ihce in Flames of holy Fi W 


. ”” 
. 
b 4 - „ 
« © 0 7 — * 
Py - 
Ir 
” FR : 


* 


the Song of Solomon, 447 


Ver. De Mandrakes 17 a Smell, and at 
att ates . are all manner eaſant Fruits, 
new and old, whith I hats id 0 for thee, 
© my Beloved, | 

en ( K 

Here, Lord, for thee the Garden's dreſfy 

Fox, thee the choice Proviſion ſpread : 

Come then, vouthafe with me to reſt, 

And lodge beneath the verdant Shade, 


| * 
The Mandrakes en 1 Love-fruits and Flow 1 
Do ſpread their grateful Odours round 5 
And at our very gates, fweet Stores 
And various Fruits of Grace abound, 


| ) 
Embracing Faith is KY to meet 
My Lord whenever he appears; 
Repentance here, to waſh his F ert * 
With ENEMY F loods of 7 wa Tears, 


Love, Joy, 140 all 1 cent S Train, 
Old Fruits array'd with new ** 
Laid up in Store to entertain 


* Lord, the God of all my Grace. 


) 
Come thou, to FIAT I devote, 
O Jeſus, my beloved Lord; 
Lo, all A s from thy Fulneſs got, 
Is for thy Praiſe and ap 4 ſtor d. 


) 
'Tis thine to plant, and prune, and NN 
Thy Bleſſing makes the Garden * : 
In thee my All J ſtill poſſeſs, . 


4 


= 


the All I therefore owe. 5 
„ „n a | CHAP. 


* 5 


1s A rauf 
bt rr br rr he 

CH AP. VIII. 
The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. x. O that thou wert as my Brother, that 
futhed the Brea of my Mather ! When 1 
Gould find thee without, I would kiſs they 
yea, * I ſhould not be deſpiſed. 


£2DÞ © 
89 ſweet I find thy Gracious Charms, 
| Still more and more I bode ; 
And long to claſp within mine Arms 

A whole NN let 

4 1 ehe | 

O would thou as my Brother wert, 
Pa oF 3 1 Child? 

iſs and in my Heart, 

And ſhould not 4 Laß 
Yea, in the op'neſt, | * Place, 

Without a Bluſh thro* Shame, 
I would with joyful Arms embrace 

The Babe of Bethlehem. 


Hell could reproach thy Church of old, 


— That lov'd a Child unborn : 


But now the Son is gion, I'm bold 
I 0 love, and fear no Scorn, 


eb. They ſhould not deſpiſe = 


. - F - 


the Son g of Solomon. 


5. ) 
To him Tue the higheſt Room 


„And joy beneath his Shade, 
That deign'd to bleſs the Virgin's womb, 
And human mm wed, 
( 
My God's my Brother now ul Dreſs 3 
And if fe would allow't, 


Tho? Hell ſhould mock my fond Catreſsg | 


Pd openly avow't- 


Ver. . 1 8 lead * ad 1 7 thee into 


— 


my Mother's Houſe, .who cvould inſtru? ne: 
I would cauſe thee to drink of fhiced Wi ine, 


of the Juice of my Pomegranate, - 
I, 
I would attend and uſher thee 
Into my Mother's -Home; 
Then woald her Courts inſtructive be, 


For Light with wn r would come. 


. 
Her Children would thy Glory ſee, 
Did they thy Preſence ſhare : 
And I for entertaining thee 


Would bring my choiceſt Fare. 


E. 
To ſpiced Wine with *Granates Juice 
I would thee welcome make ; 


And greatly would my Heart rejoice, 
Wer't better for * Sake. 


C4. 
Well were the Feaſt beſtow'd on thee F 
For thine my Graces are, 


Who, when thou comes to feed with me, 


- 


Ves 


* 


170 A Parapbraſe on q 


Ver. 3. His len Hend | ſhould be under my 
Had, and his right Hand "anger embrace me, * 
6 nnn 
Lo, he deſcending bm above, 
In Anſwer to my Pray'r, 

Enfolds mie in his Arms of Love, 

To ſhew his e a 

3 gs 

His left Hand for ns Support he 

Beneath my Head does place; 


Then for my Comfort lends he me 
| His right Hand's ſoft Embrace. 


| | . ) | 

His Preſence brin ( Siber Show'r 
Of Bleſſings from above; 

I'm cloſely guarded with his Pow?r, 
And girded with his Love. 


| | . L ( 4. 
For my Solace gainſt Sin and Death, 
J feel his Divine Charms; 
. And, for my Safety, underneath, 
| His everlaſting Arms. 
© welcome bleſt * happy Hour 
| When he unvails his Face ; 
Tm then ſupported by his Pow'r, 
Comforted by his Grace. 


Ver. 4. J chargs” you, O Daughters of eru- 
alem, '+ that ye ftir not up, nor awake my 
Love, until bt pleaſe, + : 


"_ Or vat ber is. Se Chap, ii. . 
E 


2" 

| 6 e 
„ ' ® Se theſe Words more larpely ſpoken o, Chap. ii. 7. 
Ong iii. 5. Why ſhould ye Bi vp, ar why awake. 


the Song of Solomon, 151 
L | 
O Salem's Daughters, now, I pray 
And charge you, ſtand in Aw 
T' awake my Love, or any Way « 
Provoke him to pag 
{ 2+ 
This heav'nly Quiet marr not ye 
With loud -offtenfive Noiſe ; 
Why ſhould ye rob yourſelves and me 
Of ſuch uncommon Joys ? 
$7” 
His Smiles are free, he comes and goes, 
The happy Hour is this: 
Why ſhould ye prove ſuch wretched Foes, 
To interrupt the Bliſs ? 


4. 
My glorious Lord 4 reſts within 
Mine Arms of Faith and Love; 
I charge myſelf, my Heart, my Sin, 
ot once to ſtir or move. 


| 1 | 

While he allows bis it ſweet, 
Let none his Reſt annoy ; 

O may I never grieve his Sp'rit, 
Nor ſin away my Joy. 


The Companions Words. 
Ver 5. (Mo is this that cometh 7 from the 
Wilderneſs. leaning upon her Beloved f ) 

. n 1 . a * 


What fair and love 7 Bride is this! 
Tho preſt with Grieſs and Sins, 
Vet, trav'ling from the Wilderneſs, ” 
778 


1% 4 Parapbriſe 5 


* (2. ) 
How boldly ate in his Name . 
And in his Strength go on, 
All other Rightenuſpeſs diſelaim, 1 


And mention his alone! 


) 
His Wings bear up 105 Sul aloft, 
*Bove all that can moleſt : 
His Boſom is the Pillow foft _ 
On which her Head doth reſt. 


(4.0 
Lo, how on his Almighty Arms 
She can her Cares unload; 


And march thro” all oppoſing, Harms, 
Depending on ber God. 

Her fir'd Affections IS tower, 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 

Contempt gn earthly Glory pour, 
As far below her hn hp F 

( 

Aſcending from the Wilderneſs, ,- 
Of Sorrow, Sin and Thrall,.. . 

And ſtrongly bent for. heay'n Blis, 

She leaves the duſky Bal 


The CHURCH 's Words. 


I raiſed I thee up under the Apple-tree + 
* * thore thy Mother, brought. thee ' forth, therd 
il brought thee forth that bare'thee, 


| 3 
To Men's Applauſe Cub mighty Ma e 
8 What ſmall Regard is due? en 
| ut 


Gs Ls the Heb, bas the Mark of the Aufs Gen 


ut 
11 


the Song of Solomon. 153 


But, Lord, with thee, who art my Praiſe, 
Let me my Suit purſue, 


S. -} 
Such ſweet Experience, 1 I had, 
Beneath the Apple-tree ; | 
Under thy Shadow til I'm glad, 
Alone, to meet with __ : 
( 3 bp 
I rais'd thee up in * Pray'r, , 
'Thy Ly ro Help to yield: 
For by thy Grace I wreſtled there, 
And by thy Grace prevail'd; 


4. | 
Thy Wee brought thee forth, — . 
Hard tray'ling with annoy, + 
'There at her Son, her Saviour's Birth pe 
F orgot her for Joy. 8 4 


| | | * 5. ar 
The Saints beneath thy fruitful Shade 


Thy beautevus Likeneſs ware's 
that in Sorrow travaild had, 
In Joy n 22 | 
Thy Shadow thus to them and 
Such Pleaſure does afford, 
That more and more long to ſee 
Thy Glory there, O p 
Ver. 6. Set me as a Seal upon thine Heart, 41 
4 Seal upon thine Arm: FD Ins 
I, | 
Grant, Lord, m. Name engray'd may be 
Upon thy Heart and Breaſt ; | 
And ſo inſure thy Love to me, 
My glorious God and Prieſt, 0 


"Rv - =" 4 
133 A Parapbraſi n 
18 
O let me iedfaft as a Seal 
, Upon thine Arm divine, 
And by confitming Marks reveaF 
TOP * 125 is mw” 


Grant alſo, Lok Fond to es 
May firmly be impreſt: 

And let thy Namè my Signet be 
uy ſtampt upon — Brea. 


On my Heart e of Center prove 
thy Affections keen ; ; 
Thy Heart the Center of my Love 
And r to imefreen. 
65 24 1 
12— For Loves 5 Na 2 Death, Fralouſy 
EP; e ob Lag 99 


if — 
—— 


» 


r i $i ao x nie? of 
gtron Wing or hel) Tce Ae . 
pings y-votl afreſly 0... wt ff, 
Which in oecd 1 dying ſoſtt 
Forgets the ye. hos | 


( 2.) 2 

While thus my Heart hos mountin A : 
On this Seraphic Win * 
In Love to, thee, I kindly 5 
Te ey ry mortal 2006s 


* 


( 1 
A As th firong Love, O . to me R 
' - Could conquer Death and. Dread; 
So does my ardent Love to thee: TELL 
The Pou'r of Death exceed, 


| _ the Song of, Selam n. 15s 


4. 
It kills me, Lord; Teal t refiſt 
This ſtrong Deſire {of | nine: : 
If not with Satisfaction bleſt, 
To Death, to Death Loite. 


5. 
Admit me, Lord, into thy- Heart, ; 
v Left my-Heart jealous be- 
Thar either thine from me depart, 
Or mine depart me Thee, 
Such Jealouſy would ſore torme 
And torture me to Death ; 
Like the devouring Grave, intent 
To ſtop my vital Breath, 


mn The Crals thereof are Cea's of Fire, 
which hath a moſt vehement Flame. 
1. b 
Theſe jealous Flames will quite conſume 
y Soul, like burning Fire ; 
Unleſs th loving Anſwer come 
, To ſuit my Heart's 4 23 
2 
My flaming Heart 4 5 melt aſreſh, 
If thou depart i' th' leaſt; 
Mine ardent Zeal eats up my F leſu, 
Love- cknels pains wy Breaſt. 


The Sparks of fervid Cod of aſcend. 
Like mounting Flames on. high ; 


With wah ment Force they heav' - wand | bend, 
7 And pierce the gina Skye - ' 


* N 
4 1 * as 3X 5 a 
3 7 7 . *, BF. ; . 2 35 4 


236 A Parapbraje oy 


(+4 )- 
O let thy Bowels, Lord be mov'd 
To grant my Heart's Defire ; 
T'd rather die than not be loy'd, 
My Heart js all on Fire. x 


Ver. 7. Many Waters cannot quench Lave, 
neither can the Floods drown it If a Man 
would give all the Subſtance of his Houſe. fur 
Leve, it would utterly be contemned, 


) 
No waves could _ thy Love which ſat 
As King upon the Flood 
Of rolling Vengeance vaſtly great, 
And on a Sea of mo 
(_ 2 | 
Thus nor can many Waters drown 
My flaming Love to thee, 
Nor Torrents of Turmoil bear down 
The Zeal that mo in me. 


Tn vain in by Bb. ries by by 3 
ell and Earth combine 
To N the Fire of Love that bears 
A Stamp ſo much Divine. 


) 
Deſertion black, 3 il, nor Man, 
Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Sea, 
Nor Life, nor Death, nor Angels can 
Divorce my Love from thee. 


| Were Wealth to 1 my > I could 
a The golden Bait diſdain, n, 
e 8 


deſpicable Dung that would 
Invade my Heart in * 


a 


4% 


4 


"7 n —_ sT F . 

. 

| * " * 
4 p 2; 


rh/birg oF Solomon. _ 


Tcaft ost on 10 * 200.151 35. Of 

Thar dare compete with thee, ' 
And value Thrones no more than 
Should they thy Niva be. 170 


Te. 


| 8 8. Ii hove Fit Sr, an 40 be bath n 


eg ſhall we do for aur Siber, 

Ne we) eee is 2 
Since now, dear Lark 0 our Log We. h 
Is thus fo deep impreſt os 


I this Acceſs ſweet im 
1 ma Tong: * 


Our little Siſter, Lord, to „ 
A barren Gentile Race, 
With all uncalPd,' pnfav*n as Ye . 
Tho choſen b thy 2 7 V1 14 25 WIR 
She little Knowledgh Hach, we ſee, ur 
No faſhion'd Breaſts of Love 15 0 
No Principle of Grace from thee, * + 
or Pur TT: + Its Lo 


No Breaſts of canal 50, ſweet, 
No A , ho. caps of Grace z _ 
No warm Milk of | ns, g * 
mo — I wits 


* . 1 1 Ur 


Ti 
pang er * 


1 * 
rr 
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Ver., 
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4 When 18 the 


And ſhe by Faith on m 


Built like a brazen 


Welk make "the WY 


A Temple for my holy 
'To FER my oy 


q * 5 


We Nu mee 
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A Silver Palace fair * 


* ie. 


(, 2: 
If once the good won were begun, 
As by my Grace it ſhall ;- : 


E Des... | . 
e eee 


algce of Silver + z' and if ſhe be a Door, we 
will = ? ber nk ara Cedar. . 

1. 
Love, TI! e thee what ven ** 
With chis our Siſter dear, 
Goſpel-Call I 1 woo, 7 7-4 
And ſpeak into her Ear. 


«. 


. 
4+ 4 
* 


Lc Yb ot, 


12058 Are 
__ Whit tor our ht 8+, 7 
Z * N e Greeks do hate 3 $ 
4 | r e-I00M, i . it's : 
4 8 Al r carry on the 158 rae * a 
1 "Y N PA Hl RIS TS Words. 
N 9. Hh. be a Mall, we will build upon ber 


Kind Lord how g gay Go 1 gage + Lan 


# 


"76.4 31aAil 


'The CHURCH: Words 4 


Ver. 10. 1 am @ Hall, and my Breaſts "like -, 
Tyivers : Then was I in bis 2 as one that 
Rund Fauaur. | 10 


Promiſe made 


a 5% 


nie 170 Sb iet 
I roll their Care Gare gn thee 25 1 


10 n 
ſi F 8 2 d 
My wort Epere i 2 


For I'm a Wall mot firmly pull pſt 7 2 
| g ( l — Shu3t is > & ©] =<iA 
t 4 
Thou mak'ſt my Breaſts g aw: aK 
Like Iv'ry Tow'rs 


I truſt what Love to me 900 tow,” - rd Yap 95 


To them mou p (EO. - te, = 


( 
When Grace my Unbellet dry,” 
And on my Rock me fix d, . 
Thy Favour then my Sol enjo 


oy'd 1 
With ſweet e e 


is 5 — ! 2 ARG — ? 


cs — ” 
4 < > 
- 


- ** - La WS — ** 


For Eled Siſter-churches deat t ' 40 5 O ge 


” 3 * 7 | f * OY 
he Softly 66 Soon. — ©« uu 
The happy Building, at Gap Coſt, . * 
" Which Hell (hall ne reer pull 2 
Ev'n outcaſt Gem tak baſe, R Tala: a of 05 15 44 
The wond'ring World ſhall- fo © "3 WE 
im num'rous Iffue, e N 
And Grandeur, rival thee. De e 4 1 


© Then did f 

4 Thine e on Heart; | 

And thou Ab, with ure: view 
The W * impart.. 


Tm jo ul when to Nins 1 ' 

e © happy y Days recall: 

* e Vvile Up and fo 

little Siſter ſhal 

Ver. 557 Solomon Bd a Vineyard at Bal-hamon, 

he Tet out the Pinteyard unto Keepers : Every 
2 the Fruit Ane to cles a _ 

and ie 


ces of T7 


Another Object of my Cate, 
Befide our Siſter Vis | 45 


Is likewiſe, Lord, th 
Our Solmn, the 1 EEE 
AVi r 
And to a Multitude did | | | 
| Res nr 1 


3 | Baal-hamon, 8 4 
= Upon a fruitſ1 Soil, 
* nd Servants with Commiſſion grits | 


F Te takes the Cre ä "Ty vo 


4 


An under-truſt maintain; 
ky Ve and keeps l It N Night and Day, 
3 1 Watchmen watch in vain. 


* 
* 


the Song of Solomon,” '._ 16 1 J 
68. 95 * b 01127 ; 
From ev'ry Servant there OR * 30.8 J 
He Mil! requires the N 5 
Of Praiſe, for l 
And qo on.” ö d. „ . 
Fach one, ſor Fruit that he aſſign E 
Proportion'd Tribute — 
And renders ſor a thouſand VS RE ISS 6” 
A thouſand Silverlirigs, ® 


CHRIST's Words,” 


Ver. 12. My Ji rneyard, which * eg ? he 
me — 7 
77 9 1 | 1 3 
My Vineyard, Love, the Object is | a 112 
Of my peculiar 13 210 a 
My Heart = Eye is fix d on this 1 
More cloſe than any 4 ak IST r vt Ml 
*Tis mine by wecial Bight & and 8 4 
By Blood and Conqueſt too a 7 pe 4 


The State and Caſe of ev'ry Plant. 
Is always in'my View. ir. Bp 1 541 


3. L 

7 Vineyard in my Boſom ſet 1. 27 ⁹⁰ 7 4 A 
Has therein ſuch a Rom ĩ 7 4 

A Woman ſooner can forget 1 
The Infanref her * Nude M. TT 7 
8 n aan] & * | fl 
Tho Nature mould er F — delt; | 4 
=: AndMerbeny, Menlo mare 8... _— 

RY!» $a 4 * 


| * =— * 8 
on . V+, eh; * abw. *1 "_ 1191) 4 27 2425 6 
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4 . | 9 F, 
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* 


Yet Zion dwells upon the nen 
Of everlaſting Love. r 


The CHURCHs Words 


—— Thou, O Solomon, have a Thou- _ 
- | ſand; and thoſe ls toy,” Fruit thereof, | 
Fl Two bundred. © 


True, Lord, the Veh Nea own, 
The Charge i is chiefly thine ; 
Yet under thee, thou haſt made known, 
Tae Charge K alſo 1 e e 
8 40 2. yy 
This Vineyard * ne own, — 
Of late I did neglect.; 
E But now I will Me Truſt * end 
3 More careful * iſh | 


3 uy Graces, Talents, (e and; all : 
__ That I receive from thee, 


To huſband c thy Service, ſhall _ 
4 Be always in mine _ | 
* The Fruits of Gratitude pu bring, | 
«< Which unto thee I owe 


I be Vineyard's Revenue, O King, - Ss > 
ON hav oe ian: r 6 er 


To thee 4 Thowtand #2 Fold Fab: 
OM. ee eee Due, 


SJ 


ren af this Fats Handy 2 1 
2 | ans apply'd to 4 yet being reckoned 120 
| B 4 A CO INES 2 3 — 


the Song of Solomon. 166 


To Under-keepers, for their Pains, 
Two hundred nn 7751 
Tho? none that Adobe in thy Name 
Shall of thy Praiſe partake ; 
Vet what Reſpect is due to them 
Tul render for«thy Sake. 


__CFHRIST's Words. 
Ver. 13. Thou that dwelleſ! in the Gardens, the 


Companians hearkin to thy Voice + © Cauſe 
me 4% Hear it. 


; I. 3 | 
O thou my Bride, 2 lov'ſt to haunt 
The Gardens of my Grace, 
And ſolemn Inns where every Saint 
Delights to ſee my Face; 
W551 ( ( 2. | 
Tm pleas'd thou careful keep for me 
' The Orchards of my Love, 
Untill thy: nobler Manſion be 
The Paradiſe above. 


128. J 
The Saints, all thy Companions dear, 
To focial Worſhip bent, an 


Are thy graceful Words to hear, 
And to thy V ** 


oice invent. 
| 11 4 4. #2 
Take tis Occafion in thy was of 
To cauſe me to be heard; | ; 
Make me t Subjefy thy. Folks 


„ My Nane ee 


>» , 


"ld 


164 m Ni | 


And while they to S * 4 give 8 ” 
N cet hear it too, | 
| y flying Poſts of frequent Pray rr: 
. Full Freedom I allow. | 2 | Ya 
A 4: Þ - [ $4425 FW 


I' Il joy how oft 1 bear fot thee, bout UT 
Untill the parting Screen 
And Range of Hills *twixt thee and me 
No more ſhall interveen. 


The CHURCH s Words. 
L Ver. 14. Make Haſte, my Beloved, and be thou 
4 like to a young Roe or d young | Hart upon he 
1 Mountains of Opices. | 45 
F 1. 0 


| Ah Lord, Communion with thee Þ er 
42 Is ſweet, but quickly oderr 


We muſt not part, but with a View 3 
To meet * r 
Mean Time, let ſtul freſh ews from thee | 10 
| (my Soul from Sloth to purge) 

Effect thy hearing oft from meme. 
as As thou aft 1 50 to urge. 105 ct 1 
- But O make Hafte to bay me "Koh | 51A 

4% To that delicious Place, A 

Where Fears and Doubts can never come, 3 
A Nor Clouds to vail thy Face, w— 
- a youthful Hato or les fee © AN 


On ſpeedy * of Loe? 


* 2 : 
ts, I 


I languiſh while I fin belo; | 
quid wie] ns 


(- 5. | 
indeed to taſte thy D 
n Gardens here below 3 
But better far to ſee thy Face 


Above, ung 


Theſe balmy Heights eb fills 
"THI the refreſhi 
But haſte, my Love, upon n © Hill ; 


Love cannot bear Dela 


Thy ſecond |Coming . be dear, 
F eee 
Or, W t. Wi 
Pl then be like to 
3416 


Thy. Foes that Hul Pe a may hate 2. . 
nd view with fearful "2% 
But, free of Dread, I long, I walt: 


Ny Lore will be my. Judge, - * 


T ardent NF. with 126 
thee Face to Face: 
No wy than Glory can ſuffice 
The Appetite of 9 
10 
My Months are and of Delay, 
Each Minute flowly wears: ; 
Ill thy ſwift Chariot roll awa 
I Theſe Rounds of tedious . cars. 


'Tis 


"T4 


114. 

Ns Balſam can 4 m 

Till Jefus from on high | 

3 80 cleave the ſtarry Plains, and cer 
- "The Cryſtal Dy” . * 

" Ron Days and Years gut of the Way 

Between my Soul and thee. 

© haſte the Conſumimation- day); 
. al 


22. „ 


r yh 
\ * 
1 £+ 4 WV, 


U {01 C3 + a4 0 Ws A 
- : | * : . 2 
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